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**GlVE THEM THE CUP OF CONSOLATION."— 7^^/«. xvi. 7. 

** I, even I, am He that comforteth you."— Is^- x 

. . . " Nature comes sometimes 
And says, ' I am Ambassador for God. " 

— Jff. B. Browning 
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bookf wilt be given to Charities, and especially to the Hospitals 
for Sick Children in London, 



Butler & Tanner, The Selwood Printinjr Works, Frome. end London. 



,.-3x' -' 



8sr-> 



^ HAT is here given witli 
diffidence to the public has 
1 little history of its own, which 
.imparts to it indeed its chief 
' value. The contents were se- 
lected without the remotest pur- 
pose of being committed to the 
; press. They consist simply of 
a series of texts from Scripture, 
followed by portions from fa- 



vourite authors in prose and verse, which 
were written from week to week by an in- 
valid for the comfort of a sister invalid at a 
distance. " She that tarried at home divided 
the spoil" (Ps.lxviii. 12).* 

There is a special feature in the volume to 
which I would more particularly advert, as 
distinguishing it from others of a kindred 
character. The " Cup of consolation," suited 
to those long familiar with the pillow of sick- 
ness and pain, may be filled from various 
fountains, pre-eminently so from the inspired 
Word. Apart, indeed, from this "Living 
Water," all other tributaries would be unavail- 



* So entirely, indeed, was the idea of publication 
an afterthought, that many of the extracts were sent 
without the writers' names being noted or preserved, 
and in several cases every effort made since to recall 
these has been ineffectual. This must account and 
apologise for the occasional " Anonymous " when the 
source failed to be traced. The writer has to acknow- 
ledge, with gratitude, the permission readily accorded 
either by the Publishers, or by the living Authors from 
whose pages these gleanings have been taken. For- 
giveness will be kindly extended by the few whose 
words, from exceptional causes, have been included 
without such authority having been formally obtained- 
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ing. But it is only the invalid, shut out from 
the enjoyment of external Nature, who 
knows the gladdening and invigorating 
thoughts her varied volume can impart, when 
by means of the written or read page, other- 
wise sealed treasures are unfolded. While 
those endowed with the gift of health and 
strength can revel at sweet will amid these 
teeming records of the outer creation, alas ! 
it is often by hearsay alone th^ttfae bedridden 
sufferer can enjoy the music of stream, and 
song of bird, and gush of Waterfall. It is often 
alone, through brief descriptive sentences, 
that mental glimpses can be caught of the 
starred patches of moss and lichen, or of the 
chequered light in the sylvan glade ; — not 
unfrequently, indeed, the darkened chamber 
denying sight even of the golden flush of sun- 
rise, or the purple piles of western cloud. 

The silent expounder here comes in. Poor 
substitute truly, but an ever welcome one, for 
what the more fortunate eye has seen, and 
the more favoured ear has heard. The gifted 
interpreters of nature, both in poetry and 
prose, prove the auxiliaries of a better faith, 

and (not with irreverence do we use the 
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words) bear in their chalices of consolation 
" the substance of things hoped for, the 
evidence of things not seen." 

Some such chalices fetched from God*s own 
fountains in His own material world have in 
this volume been judiciously and happily com- 
bined with those filled from the pools of 
inspired and sanctified thought. The two 
can never be incongruous. The former were 
doubtless included in the devout utterance of 
the psalmist, " How precious also are Thy 
thoughts unto me, O God, how great is the 
sum of them" (Ps. cxxxix. 17). From mani- 
fold passages in these noblest of all songs, it is 
evident that he rejoiced in both as " one that 
findeth great spoil." Nor will there be any 
danger of any of our readers mistaking the 
relative value of the two divinely provided 
ministries. Those who accept most lovingly 
the smaller vessels of earthly mould filled at 
Nature^s fountains, will be the readiest to 
subscribe to the ever memorable declaration, 
" Whosoever drinketh of this water shall 
thirst again, but whosoever drinketh of the 
water that I shall give him shall never thirst, 

but the water that I shall give him shall be 
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in him a well of water springing up into 
everlasting life" (John iv. 13, 14). 

The invalid, who feels resignation to the 
Divine will the softest pillow for the weary 
head, can happily never forfeit the incom- 
parably more valuable boon. Even in the 
loneliest sick-bed, the loneliest night-watch, 
whether that be in the home of luxury or in 
the garret of poverty, or in the mountain 
shieling, " the golden bowl " of '* everlasting 
consolation and good hope through grace" 
can never be broken. And if the lesser bless- 
ing be denied, of contact and converse ex- 
ternally with the sublime and beautiful, then 
the privilege and joy next to being the per- 
sonal frequenter of the hallowed haunts of 
Nature, and of drinking from her varied 
streams, is to have the cooling draughts 
carried by loving hands in cups of sympathy. 

In the appropriate language of Wordsworth: — 

" So that ye may have 
Clear images before your gladdened eyes 
Of Nature's unambitious underwood, 
And flowers that prosper in the shade. 
***** 

To me the meanest flower that grows, can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears." 
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" Sweet is every sound. 

Myriads of rivulets hurrying through the lawn, 

The moan of doves in immemorial elms, 

And murmuring of innumerable bees." 

— Tennyson, 

Or if I may be forgiven quoting yet another 
testimony to the same effect from the recently 
published life of the Prince Consort. Though 
the words are from the pen of a royal relative, 
they may be taken as the precise embodi- 
ment and expression of his own habitual 
feeling : — " There is nothing like nature to 
SQothe an aching heart : for the beauties of 
nature are the revelation of a loving and 
Almighty God " (Vol. iv. p. 138). 

No further words of introduction, however, 
are needed. Surely among the mind's best 
treasures are favourite thoughts and images 
such as are here gathered and garnered from 
the works of various authors, secular and 
sacred. To use the lines of a modern poet, 
in which Memory, personified, is represented 
as taking by the hand and acting as guide — 

" But yet in many a secret place 

I hear her harp amongst the trees ; 
Or catch the shining of her face 
At sunset on remembered leas. 
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And thus she charms me on my way 
To seek fresh treasures at her shrine ; 

And I am richer day by day 
In this recovered wealth of mine."* 

It is a fine thought of Bryant in his 
" Forest Hymn " — 

** The groves were God's first temples." 

While the writer, then, may say, with Mon- 
taigne : — " I have gathered a posie of other 
men's flowers, and nothing but the thread 
that binds them is my own " ; the humble 
hope is cherished that the selection will 
amply justify its presentation in a more per- 
manent form than was originally dreamt of; 
and that gleanings from varied sources, which 
helped to sustain and gladden one lonely 
sick-bed, may carry similar blessing and heart- 
cheer to others. It was esteemed of old a 
chief honour at the court of oriental mon- 
archs to be " THE King's cupbearer " (Neh. 
i. ii). In a far nobler and diviner sense, may 

this "Cup of Consolation" go forth on 

its lowly mission ! 

J. R. M. 

* " Elijah and other poems," by B. M. 
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*' God grant me, so with loving hand, to bring 
Refreshment to His weary ones, — to meet 
Their thirst with water from the living Spring ; 
And, bearing thus, to pour it at His feet." 

Ministry of Song ^ 

** Bring hither all your quaint enamelled eyes, 

That on the green turf suck the honied showers. 

And purple all the ground with vernal flowers. 

Bring the rathe primrose that forsaken dies. 

The tufted crowtoe, and pale jessamine. 

With cowslips wan that hang the pensive head. 
***** 

To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures new." 

MUton^s Lycidas, 
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January i. 

" While I live will I praise the Lord : I will sing praises 
unto my God while I have any being." — Ps, cxlvi 2. 

Praise is the religious exercise— the one religious 
exercise — of heaven. Angels are offering it cease- 
lessly night and day. Saints are offering it cease- 
lessly in Paradise. Nature in her every district is 
offering it ceaselessly. From the heavens which 
declare the glory of God, and the firmament which 
showeth His handiwork, down to the dewdrop 
which sparkles with the colour of the rainbow, and 
the lark who tunes her cheerful carol as she salutes 
the rising sun, the whole creation sends up one 
grand chorus to the throne of God. Thus when 
thou singest praise, all creation (in a manner) sings 
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in and with thee. And it shall often happen that 
when thy heart is numb and torpid, and yields not 
to the action of prayer, it shall begin to thaw, and 
at last burst like streams from under the breath of 
spring from its icy prison with the warm and genial 
exercise of Praise. 

Dean Goulburn. 



January 2. 

**God . . . hath determined the bounds of their 
habitation.'' — Acts xviL 25. 

** The lot may be cast into the lap, but the whole disposing 
thereof is of the Lord." — Prov^ xvi 33. 

** Rejoice, Zebulun, in thy going out ; and, Issachar, in 
thy tents." — Deut, xxxiii. 18. 

Thou cam'st not to thy place by accident. 

It is the very place God meant for thee \ 

And should'st thou there small scope for action 

see, 
Do not for this give place to discontent \ 
Nor let the time thou owest to God be spent 
In idly dreaming how thou mightest be, 
In what concerns thy spiritual life, more free 
From outward hindrance or impediment 
For presently, this hindrance thou shalt find 
That without which all goodness were a task 



So slight, that virtue never could grow strong, 
And would'st thou do one duty to His mind. 
The Imposer's — overburdened thou shalt ask 
And own thy need of grace to help, ere long. 

Archbishop Trench. 



January 3. 

**The path of the just is as the shining light, that shineth 
more and more unto the perfect day," — Prov, iv. 18. 

The dying of the Christian is not a fading away. 
It is an apotheosis, a transfiguration, a bursting 
into blossom. It is a triumph, and not a sadness. 
It is like the setting of the sun on a calm summer 
evening, which makes the western sky ablaze with 
splendour, and glorifies even the dark clouds that 
gather round his descent. It is like the changing 
of the sombre green foliage of summer into the 
gorgeous brightness of the autumnal hues, invest- 
ing even the sadness of decay and death with an 
unearthly beauty. . . . Let it be what God 
intended it to be, a cloud in the heights of heaven j 
in the world, but not of it ; brightened by the Sun 
of Righteousness, and assuming fairer and more 
heavenly hues as it nears the gates of the west. 
^^ Hugh Macmillan, LL.D. 
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January 4. 

•'Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord 
looketh on the heart." — i Sam, xvi. 7. 

*' Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a right 
spirit within me." — Fs, li. 10, 

How little they know who just look at a leaf 

In its coating of various green, 
And perhaps roughly handle that surface, beneath 

What a beautiful structure is seen. 



When man plucks off or tosses these wonders 
away, 

Or tramples them under his feet. 
He is breaking an ivory casket for play. 

And throwing its pearls in the street. 

There are myriads of leaves in the great Maker's 
book, 

And of all it is equally true. 
That on only a part of their beauties we look, 

More than half are concealed from our view. 

In this graceful work, then, a truth we admire : 
While the leaf shows a beautiful skin. 

What in it we discern, for ourselves we desire. 
The best of its worth is within. 

H. V. T. 
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January 5. 

"To behold the beauty of the Lord." — Ps. xxviL 5. 
** Who giveth us richly all things to enjoy." — i Tim. vi. 17. 
"The earth is full of the goodness of the Lord."--/V. 
xxxiii. 5. 

Beauty is God's handwriting; a wayside sacra- 
ment Welcome it in every fair face, every fair 
sky, every fair flower, and thank for it Him, the 
fountain of all loveliness, and drink it in simply 
and earnestly, with all your eyes : it is a charmed 

draught, a cup of blessing. 

Canon Kingslev. 



January 6. 

"Him that is able to do exceeding abundantly, above all 
that we can ask or think." — Eph, iii. 20. 

Thou hast prayed for much. 

In the time that's past ; 
"Thou must still pray on, 

For thy wants come fast ; 
Now ask what ye will 

From His boundless store. 
For the Lord is able 

To give much more. 

Hold out thy empty hand, 
And He will fill it ; 
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Tell Him thy vexing fear, 

And He will still it ; 
Now take what ye will 

From His boundless store, 
For the Lord is willing 

To give much more. 

Restful Rhythms. 

January 7. 

" Who maketh the clouds His chariot." — Fs. civ. 3. 

The cloud can only hide from me the appear- 
ances of life ; it cannot cover its realities. The 
realities of life are its virtues, and these are only 
seen through the cloud. My faith canno sing in 
the sunshine j it needs the shade to give it voice. 
It is bom only where pain is born. The cloudless 
sky would leave no margin for my trust, and my 
trust of Thee is the only test of my love to Thee. 
Shall I then, like Thy disciples on the Mount, fear 
when I enter into the cloud ? Nay, to enter into 
the cloud is to enter Thy chariot, and there is no 
fear in Thy chariot. I know not where it may 
bear me, but I know it shall bear me aloft. . . . 
The clouds cannot be driven aimlessly, if they are 
driven by Thee. O Thou that guidest the chariots 
of human sorrow, guide them into the ways of 

peace. -^^.^ George Matheson, D.D. 
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January 8. 

" Our light aflfliction."— 2 Cor, iv. 17. 

We overstate the ills of life, and take 
Imagination, given us to bring down 
The choirs of singing angels — overshone 
By God's clear glory — down to earth, to rake 
The dismal snows instead, flake after flake 
To cover all the com. We walk upon 
The shadow of hills across a level thrown, 
And pant like climbers. Near the alder brake 
We sigh so loud, the nightingale within 
Refuses to sing loud, as else she would. 
O brothers 1 let us leave the shame and sin 
Of taking vainly, in a plaintive mood. 
The holy name of grief ! — holy herein 
That by the grief of One came all our good. 

E. B. Browning, 



January 9. 

"The Lord will perfect that which concemeth me." — 
Ps* cxxxviii. 8. 

"In quietness and confidence shall be your strength." — 
Isa^ nxx, 15. 

At the bottom of every leaf-stem is a cradle 
and in it is an infant germ; and the winds will 
rock it, and the birds will sing to it all summer 
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long, and next season it will unfold. So God is 
working for you, and carrying forward to the per- 
fect development all the processes of your lives. 

Life Thoughts. 



January io. 

" The Lord is in His holy temple, let all the earth keep 
silence before Him." — Hab. ii. 20. 

Beautiful art thou, O Nature, 

Glorious art Thou, O Sun ! 
Many are the names we call you. 

Yet the homage is but one. 

Hearts overflowing into worship. 
With the sense that ye are fraught 

With a Presence and a Purpose 
Passing human word or thought. 

Thinking of the Hand that made you, 
Makes and keeps you so Divine; 

Every stone becomes an altar. 
Every blade of grass a shrine. 

Worlds of art in every insect, 

Miracles in every clod ; 
Far beyond man's masterpieces 
Is the simplest work of God. 
Authoress of "Schonberg Cotta Family." 
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January ii. 

**Hast thou entered into the treasures of the snow?" — 

yob xxxviii. 22. 

The little brook heard it, and built a roof 

'Neath which he could house him, winterproof : 

All night, by the white star's frosty gleams, 

He groined his arches, and matched his beams. 

Slender and clear were his crystal spars 

As the lashes of light that trim the stars ; 

He sculptured every summer delight 

In his halls and chambers out of sight ; 

Sometimes his tinkling waters slipt 

Down through a frost-leaved forest crypt, 

Long sparkling aisles of steel stemmed trees 

Bending to counterfeit a breeze 3 

Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew, 

But silvery mosses that downward grew ; 

Sometimes it was carved in sharp relief, 

With quaint arabesques of ice-fern leaf; 

Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear 

For the gladness of heaven to shine through ; and 

He had caught the nodding bulrush tops, [here 

And hung them thickly with diamond drops 

Which crystalled the beams of moon and sun 

And made a star of every one : 

No mortal builder's most rare device 

Could match this winter palace of ice ; 
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Twas as if every image that mirrored lay 
In his depths serene through the summer day, 
Each flitting shadow of earth and sky, 

Lest the happy model should be lost, 
Had been mimicked in fairy masonry 
By the elfin builders of the frost. 

Lowell. 



January 12. 

** God is love." — i John iv. 8. 

The text " God is love " has kept me thinking 
for the last twenty-four hours, and the more I 
think of it, the more wondrous and marvellous and 
comprehensive it grows. In some of our dear 
northern nights, the heavens above sparkle with 
countless numbers of bright and beautiful stars. 
The pages of the Bible sparkle with countless 
numbers of bright and beautiful texts. But I 
fancy for the future I shall deem the text " God 
is love " as the greatest and grandest in the great 
and grand firmament of texts, a kind of pole star, 
around which, as around, the pole star in our 
heavens, the other starry messengers and sapngs 
of the Bible revolve. 

Sir James Simpson's Life, p. 416. 
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January 13. 

** For yet a little while, and He that shall come will come, 
and will not tarry." — Heb, x. 39. 

A little longer yet, — ^a little longer, 

Shall violets bloom for thee and sweet birds 
sing, 
And the lime branches where soft winds are blow 
ing 
Shall murmur the sweet promise of the spring. 

A little longer yet,— a little longer. 

The tenderness of twilight shall be thine, 

The rosy clouds that float o'er daylight. 
Nor fade till trembling stars begin to shine. 

A little longer yet, — a little longer, 
Shall starry night be beautiful for thee, 

And the cold moon shall look through the blue 
silence 
Flooding her silver path upon the sea. 



A Uttle longer still, Patience belovfed, 
A little longer still ere Heaven unrol 

The glory, and the brightness, and the wonder, 
Eternal and Divine, that waits thy soul. 

A. A. Proctor. 
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January 14. 

" Heaven and earth shall pass away, but My words shall not 
pass away." — Matt. xxiv. 35. 

God's promises are fresh with everlasting youth. 
The stars never wear out ; they are just as good 
to-day as when Abram saw them directing the 
Oriental people by night. The sun is not weary 
from the number of years ; there are no wrinkles 
on its brow. The urns of God are replenished by 
outpouring, and they increase their fulness by that 
which they yield. And so God's promises are of 
the nature of laws. " The heaven and the earth 
shall pass away, but they shall not change in one 
jot or tittle, nor pass away." 

Royal Truths. 



January 15. 

** For His anger endureth but a moment ; in His favour is 
life : weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the 
morning," — Ps, xxx. 5. 

** Hope thou in God, for I shall yet praise Him." — Ps, 
xlii. 5. 

He who has 
So wondrously bestrewn the world without, 
With tokens of beneficence and love. 
Can have no pleasure in the sigh and tear 
And sackcloth pall. The moan of fretful sea, 
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The sobbing wind, and billows chafing loud 

On wreckstrewn coasts, are not the normal things 

Of His creation. Not on minor key 

Is set the varying music of that vast 

iEolian harp. The blue of summer sky, 

The hush of summer air, will yet return 

When the heart's transient tempest passes by. 

The stars swept from their firmament, once more 

Will shower down lustre from their silent thrones ; 

The gentle hand of time will yet unbar 

The iron grating, and invite the sun 

To flood the darkened corridors. 

Wells of Baca. 



January i6. 

*• And there went up a mist from the earth, and watered 
the whole face of the ground.*' — Gen, ii. 6. 

" They continue this day according to Thine ordinances : 
for all are Thy servants." — /V. cxix. 91. 

And thus from age to age, ever since the primary 
mists went up from the earth and watered the 
whole face of the ground, the mighty work has 
gone on, and still continues its course. For not 
to inactivity and idleness did the vapours now re- 
turn, but only to recommence afresh their labours 
of love. Yes, evermore rejoicing on their way, 
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through all varieties of accident of climate, and of 
place, whether as snow or hail, as showers or dews, 
as floods or springs, as rivers or as seas, the 
waters are still obediently fulfilling His word who 
called them into being, and are carrying the ever- 
lasting circle of blessing round the world. 

O ye showers and dew; O ye winds of God; O 
ye ice and snow ; O ye seas and floods ; verily, 
even where man is mute and forgetful, ye bless 
the Lord: ye praise Him, and magnify Him for 
ever! 

Mrs. a. Gatty. 

January 17. 

" Only believe." — Mark v. 36. 

** Unto the upright there ariseth light in the darkness." — 
Ps, cxii. 4. 

Dark, dark the night, and fearfully I grope 
Amidst the shadows, feeling for the way 

But cannot find it. Here's no help, no hope, 
And God is very far off" with His day 1 

Hush, hush, faint heart! Why this may be thy 
chance, 
When things are at their worst, to prove thy faith. 
Look up, and wait thy great deliverance. 
And trust Him at the darkest unto death. 
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What need of faith if all were visibly dear ? 

'Tis for the trial time that this was given. 
Though clouds be thick, its sun is just as near, 

And faith will find Him in the heart of heaven. 

Gerald Massey. 



January i8. 

** My Father worketh hitherto, and I work." — John v. 17. 

" All things were created by Him, and for Him : and He 
is before all things, and by Him all things consist." — CoL i. 
16, 17. 

This vast world of ours is committed to the 
rule of Jesus. It was created " by Him " — it was 
created **for Him." I look up to the spangled 
dome of heaven with its myriad constellations. I 
am told these lamps hung in the sky are burning 
incense fires to His glory ; that they march at His 
word, and their eternal music is an anthem to His 
praise. I look to the landscape beneath : all that 
vast furniture in the palace of nature is His pro- 
viding. It is He who covers it in its robe of light, 
who wreathes the brow of spring in living green, 
and decks the valjeys in summer glory. Not a 
breeze murmurs through the forest, nor a dewdrop 
sparkles on its leaves; the sun shoots not one 
golden arrow through its glades but by His per- 
mission. It is He who pencils the flower and 
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intones the thunder, and gives voice to the tem- 
pest, and wings to the lightning. 

But these manifestatations of His power in 
nature are subordinate to a nobler sovereignty 
with which He is invested in the moral and 
spiritual world. There too nothing can befal us, 
but what is the dictate aiid result of His loving 

wisdom. 

Memories of Gennesaret. 



January 19. 

** Therefore being justified by faith, we have peace with 
God through our Lord Jesus Christ : by whom also we have 
access by faith into this grace wherein we stand, and rejoice 
in hope of the glory of God. And not only so, but we glory 
in tribulations also: knowing that tribulation worketh 
patience." — Rom, v. i, 2, 3. 

There are songs which only flow 

In the loneliest shades of night ; 
There are flowers which cannot grow 

In a blaze of tropical light. 
There are crystals which cannot form 

Till the vessel be cooled and stilled, 
Crystal and flower and song given 

As God hath willed. 
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My heart, in chiming gladness o'er, 

Sings on ; — God's everlasting love ! 
What would'st thou more ? 

F. R. Havergal. 



January 20. 

" Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord." — 

Fs, cL 6. 

In certain districts of Switzerland where primi- 
tive simplicity still lingers, a peasant stations him- 
self on the loftiest peak, and, as soon as the sun 
sets, pours from his Alpine horn the notes of the 
psalm, " Praise God the Lord." The same notes 
are repeated from neighbouring summits, and all 
within hearing with uncovered head and bended 
knee join in the evening worship. 

Every hilltop and mountain peak that our eye 
rests upon, has its herald sounding with a summons, 
and at daybreak too, yea the lifelong day — " Praise 
ye the Lord ! " " O come let us sing unto the 
Lord, let us make a joyful noise to the rock of our 
salvation." 

Better Land, p. 30. 
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January 21. 

** If thou canst believe, all things are possible to him that 
believeth." — Markix, 23. 

** Lord, I believe ; help Thou mine unbelief." — Mark ix. 
24. 

** I will trust, and not be afraid." — Isa, xii. 2. 

Does not night bring forth the morning ? 

Does not darkness father light ? 
Even now we have forewarning, 

Brothers, of the close of night. 
Many, many are the shadows 

That the dawn of truth reveals ; 
Beautiful on life's broad meadows 

Is the light the Christian feels : 
Believe in God. 

Broken health, and pain, and trial. 

Loss of worldly gear are mine. 
Yet on God's eternal dial 

God's eternal sunbeams shine. 

* * # « * 

I through doubt and darkness travel. 
Through the agony and gloom 

Hoping that I shall unravel 

This strange web beyond the tomb. 
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O my brothers ! men heroic ! 

Workers bgth with hand and brain ; 
'Tis the Christian, not the stoic, 
That best triumphs over pain. 
Believe in God. 

Thomas Cooper. 



January 22. 

** And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes ; and 
there shall be no more . . . sorrow." — Rev, xxi. 4. 
** The days of thy mourning shall be ended." — Isa, Ix. 20. 

In that city of God there shall be " no more 
sorrow,^* Not only no sad realities, but no sad 
memories can be perpetuated in heaven. To take 
an illustration from the photographic art. The 
developed sun-picture remains on the plate while 
it is preserved in a dark chamber. But expose it, 
without using the fixing solutions, to the light ; it 
immediately fogs and evaporates : every trace of it 
is lost. So with these pictures of sorrow. Re- 
move them from this dark world and its gloomy 
corridors ; expose them to the eternal sunshine of 
heaven, where the darkness is past and the true 
light now shineth : they are gone ; not a vestige of 
sadness is left : "the former things are passed away.' 

J. R. Macduff, D.D. 
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January 23. 

** The fashion of this world passeth away."— I Cor, vii. 31. 
**And I saw a new heaven and a new earth." — Rev, xxi. i. 

Oh, shattered idols, framed of fragile glass 
We thought were jewels ! Yet the day may come 
When every fragment which lies shattered now 
May turn to sapphires in the land of rest. 
We raise a palace through a waste of years, 
And think its walls are crystal in the sun 
Of this world's glory, flashing for an hour. 
We look again, and see it was but ice 
Which we have dwelt in, thawing fast away — 
At every burning grasp it melts the more. 
Blessed be he who leaves the treacherous hope, 
And into heavenly crystal turns the thaw. 

Monro. 



January 24. 

"Blessed are they that mourn: for they shall be com- 
forted." — Matt, V. 4. 

** Who also sat at Jesus* feet, and heard His word." — 
Luke X. 39, 

It is idle to tell the night that it should be 
brilliant as the day, or bid the winter put on the 
flowers of summer. The bird of night cannot 
sing at heaven's gate, nor can the crushed worn^ 
leap }ike a hart upon the mountains. ? 
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Many of the sweetest flowers in the garden ot 
grace grow in the shade and flourish in the drip. 
. . . There are choice flowerets to whom the 
unshaded sun would be death. They prefer a 
sheltered bank, or a ravine in the forest, under the 
shadow of the thick boughs, where a softened, 
mellow light develops them to perfection. I am 
persuaded that He "who feedeth among the lilies" 
has rare plants in His flora, fair and fragrant, choice 
and comely, which are more at home in the damps 
of morning than in the glaring sun of joy. 

Rev. C. H. Spurgeon. 



January 25. 

** Praise the Lord rom the earth, ye dragons, and all 
deeps : fire, and hail ; snow, and vapours ; stormy wind 
fulfilling His word." — Ps. cxlviii. 7, 8. 

Tho' now no more the musing ear 
Delights to listen to the breeze 
That lingers o'er the greenwood shade, 
I love thee, winter, well. 
« * * * # 

Not undelightful now to roam, 

The wild heath sparkling on the sight ; 

Not undelightful now to pace 

The forest's ample rounds, 
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And see the spangled branches shine, 
And snatch the moss of many a hue 
That varies the old tree's brown bark, 
Or o'er the grey stone spreads. 

The clustered berries claim the eye 
O'er the bright holly's gay green leiaves. 
The ivy round the leafless oak 

Clasps its full foliage close. 

SOUTHEY. 

January 26. 

**0 come, let us worship and bow down : let us kneel 
before the Lord our Maker. For He is our God ; and we 
are the people of His pasture, and the sheep of His hand." 
— Ps, xcv. 6, 7 

Nature's is a voice that can be heard and 
understood in every language. It addresses a 
man like the look of a friend, or the pressure 
of an aflfectionate hand, which are intelligible to 
every nation of the earth without the aid of 
words. In fact, is it not the very eye of God — 
of Him who is the best of friends — that does 
look dut upon us from nature? . . . How 
many also there are among ourselves by whom 
this is not rightly understood. Often when I 
hear their outbursts of enthusiasm at the beauty 
of nature, it pains me to observe that it is always 
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the mere glory of the creature which they extol, 
and that their minds do not ascend to Him 
whose handiwork the creature is. Fain would 
I accost them in the height of their admiration 
and say, "O my friend, you quite mistake the 
meaning of the hymn. It celebrates the glory of 
that God who gave their beauty to His works." 

Tholuck. 

January 27. 

** Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee, O Lord. 
. . . I wait for the Lord, my soul doth wait, and in His 
word do I hope." — Ps, cxxx. 1-5. 

' "Fear not ; I am the first and the last : I am He that 
liveth, and was dead ; and, behold, I am alive for evermore, 
Amen." — Rev, i. 17, 18. 

" To him that overcometh will I grant to sit with Me in 
My throne, even as I also overcame, and am set down 
with My Father in His throne." — Rev, iii. 21. 

When weariness hath come upon the spirit, — 
Those hours of darkness which we all inherit, — 
Bursts there not through a glint of warm sunshine, 
A wingM thought, which bids us not repine ? 

In joy and gladness, 
In mirth and sadness, 

Come signs and tokens. 

Life's angel brings 

Upon its wings. 
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Those bright communings 
The soul doth keep, 

Those thoughts of heaven 
So pure and deep. 

January 28. 
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** Not for that we would be unclothed, but clothed upon, 
that mortality might be swallowed up of life." — 2 Cor. v. 4. 

Death, in his view, was but the portal to a 
further life, in which he might hope for a con- 
tinuance under happier conditions of all that was 
best in himself and in those he loved, unclogged 
by the weaknesses, and unsaddened by the failures, 
the misunderstandings, the sinfulness and the 
sorrows of earthly existence. 

Prince Consort's Life. 



January 29. 

"For a small moment have I forsaken thee; but with 
great mercies will I gather thee." — Isa, liv. 7. 

** His mercies are new to us every morning ; great is His 
faithfulness." — Lam, iii. 22, 23. 

There are nettles everywhere ; 
But smooth green grasses are more common still : 
The blue of heaven is larger than the cloud. 

Aurora Leigh. 
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January 30. 

** And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to 
Zion with songs, and everlasting joy shall be upon their 
heads ; they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and 
sighing shall for ever flee away. " — Isa, xxxv. 10. 

The " song of the night " shall then blend with 
the song of the' skies, and inner, glorious meanings 
will be disclosed which are now hidden from the 
eye of faith. " No sickness, no sorrow, no pain," 
said an aged saint now entered on these glorious 
realities, " but this is only Thy negative. What, O 
God 1 must be Thy positive? " " SongSy^ ^^ever- 
lasting Joy,' ^^joy and gladness^^ It will be song 
upon song, joy upon joy, gladness upon gladness. 
These songs of heaven will be " songs of degrees'^ 
The ransomed will be for ever graduating in bliss, 
mounting from glory to glory, each song suggesting 
the keynote of a louder and loftier. 

Bow IN THE Cloud. 



January 31. 

** Learn of Me ; for I am meek and lowly in heart : and ye 
shall find rest unto your souls.'* — Matt xi. 29. 

As oft, with worn and weary feet, 
We tread earth's rugged valley o'er. 

The thought, how comforting and sweet, 
" Christ walked this toilsome path before ; " 
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Our wants and weaknesses He knows, 
From life's first dawning to its close. 

Just such as I, this earth He trod, 

With every human ill but sin ; 
And though indeed the very God, 

As I am now, so He has been. 
My God, my Saviour, look on me 
With pity, love, and sympathy ! 

Bishop Wilberforce. 



February i. 

** A pleasant thing it is for the eyes to behold the sun." — 
Eccles, xi. 7. 

" So is this great and wide sea, wherein are things creeping 
innumerable, both small and great beasts. There go the 
ships." — Ps, civ. 25, 26. 

The crimson after-glow, which lingers so long, is 
my especial delight ; soft and deep it beams across 
the water, and as it darkens, suddenly the light- 
house shines out like a star. There are several of 
them along the coast, and they are so fascinating 
to watch, bright gold or ruby red, steadfast in the 
sunset glow, or in the dark night. Often I see 
them against a background of stormy clouds, and 
they look like Faith shining in the gloom, pro- 
mising triumph over all storms. And the ships 
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constantly passing are another charm. Seldom I 
look across but I see some shifting sail, grey or 
blue, or snowy in sunlight, always sailing, sail- 
ing away. And now in the twilight I see one 
misty at the western gates. It touches imagination 
like nothing else, these vanishing ships. . . . 

In hours of extreme suffering and weariness, I 
find my thoughts wandering off to those sunsets, 
listening to the ripple of the waves on the beach, 
and fascinated by the '^ wonder and mystery of the 
ships still passing to and fro." . . . To us who 
are shut in, with our wild longings for all out of 
doors, and specially for the sight and sound of the 
sea, it is simply more than can be put into words. 

Watchword. 



February 2. 

**Asone whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort 
you ; and ye shall be comforted." — Isa, Ixvi. 13. 

I come, dear Lord, like a tired child, to creep 

Unto Thy feet, and there awhile to sleep. 
# • • * * 

There is no need of words of mine to tell 
My heart to Thee ; Thou needest not to spell. 
As others must, my hidden thoughts and fears 
From out my broken words, my sobs, or tears. 
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Thou knowest all : knowest far more than I, 
The inner meaning of each tear or sigh. 

Thou mayest smile, perchance, as mothers smile 
On sobbing children, seeing all the while 
How §oon will pass away the endless grief, 
How soon will come the gladness and relief; 
But if Thou smilest, yet Thy sympathy 
Measures my grief by what it is to me. 

Miss Fletcher. 



February 3. 

** For this thing I besought the Lord thrice, that it might 
depart from me. And He said unto me, My grace is suf- 
ficient for thee." — 2 Cor, xii. 8, 9. 

How often have I found it so ! How often is 
my request denied, and yet my prayer granted ! I 
stretch my hands into the night, and cry for the 
day star. The day star comes not, but there 
comes a new power into the eye which makes me 
independent of its coming. I ask the removal of 
a burden; the burden is not lifted, but there is 
sent fresh strength into the arm, which makes its 
lifting unnecessary. I crave the restoration of 
some lost joy; it is not given back, but I get 
calmness to wait for it. I remember Thine alter- 
native prayer in Gethsemane, "Let the cup pass, 
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or let my will be Thy will." , . . Let me see 
in the sunlight what I have seen in the starlight ; 
let me behold through the heart's calm what I 
have only witnessed tlirough the storm-cloud of a 
restless mind. . . . Didst not Thou speak of 
Thy peace under the shadow of a cross ? Let my 
peace be Thy peace — the peace that passeth 
knowledge because it passeth circumstances. 

Rev. George Matheson, D.D. 

February 4. 

** I h'ave learned in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be 

content." — Phil, is, 1 1. 

A little brook went singing 
All through the summer hours, 

Ever a low soft murmur, 
It whispered to the flowers. 

The bulrush and the sedge grass 

Its leafy bower made. 
And the low bending willow 

Gave cool and quiet shade. 

What was the brooklet singing ? 
What did its murmurs say, 

« 

Its dreamy tones of music. 

Through all the summer-day ? 
m # «t «. m 
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It said, " My life is humble, 

But very tranquil too ; 

I gaze for ever upward. 

On that deep sky of blue. 
« * * « * 

The work my Maker gives me, 

It makes me glad to do ; 
His smile is in the sunshine, 

His blessing in the dew. 

And anywhere, and everywhere. 

So that I do His will. 
And do my life's work bravely, 

I shall be happy still. 

Christian Lyrics, L.R. 



February 5. 

** Call unto Me, and I will answer thee, and show thee 
great and mighty things, which thou knowest not." — yer, 
xxxiii. 3. 

" Prove Me now herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I 
will not open you the windows of heaven, and pour you out 
a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to receive 
it." — Mat, iii. lo. 

Prayer is a haven to the shipwrecked mariner,' 
an anchor to them that are sinking in the waves, a 
staff to the limbs that totter, a mine of jewels to 
the poor, a security to the rich, a healer of diseases, 
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and a guardian of health. Prayer at once secures 
the continuance of our blessings, and dissipates the 
cloud of our calamities. . . . The man who 
can pray truly, is richer than all besides. 

Chrysostom. 



February 6. 

** What, could ye not watch with Me one hour ?" — Matt. 
xxvi. 40. 

** And what I say unto you I say unto all, Watch." — Mark 
xiii. 37. 

Comes a voice subdued, and gentle, 
O'er life's wild and stormy sea ; 

Is it true, Lord ? Dost Thou call me. 
Call me, Lord, to watch with Thee ? 

Watch with Thee, O Lord and Saviour ! 

Bows my heart to Thy decree, 

Still my faith in wonder asketh. 

How can I, Lord, watch with Thee ? 
* * * « * 

When my path is hid in darkness. 
When my eyes no hope can see, 

Yet my faith Thy .hand retaineth. 
Is this watching. Lord, with Thee ? 
« # * # # 
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When some lone heart, bruised, despairing, 

Faints in its Gethsemane, 

Stoops my love to soothe and comfort 

Is this watching. Lord, with Thee ? 
***** 

If, O Lord, this is Thy meaning, 

Poor and weak howe'er I be, 
If Thy love will grant the favour, 

I will try and watch with Thee. 

Rev. W. p. Balfern. 



February 7. 

** Lord, behold, he whom Thou lovest is sick." — yohn xi, 3. 

How apt are those chained down year after year 
to some aching pillow, worn, weary, shattered in 
body, depressed in spirit, to indulge in the sorrow- 
ful thought, "Surely God cannot care for me !^^ 
What ! Jesus think of this wasted frame, these 
throbbing temples, these powerless limbs, this 
decaying mind ! I feel like a wreck on the desert 
shore — beyond the reach of His glance, beneath 
the notice of His pitying eye. Nay, thou poor 
desponding one. He does cherish. He does remem- 
ber thee. Let our motto verse be inscribed on 
thy Bethany chamber. The Lord lov^^ His sic^ 
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ones ; and He often chastens them with sickness 
just because He loves them. Think of Him who 
loves thee : who loved thee into this sickness, and 
will love thee through it, till thou standest in that 
unsuffering, unsorrowing world where sickness is 
unknown. 

Memories of Bethany. 



February 8. 

** Many of them that sleep in the dust of the earth shall 
awake." — Dan, xii. 2. 

** A little while, and ye shall not see Me : and again, a 
little while, and ye shall see Me." — John xvl 19. 

Wait awhile, the skies shall lighten. 

And the warmer suns shall brighten. 
O'er green woods, and tuneful meadow lands. 

Wait awhile — the dead long hidden. 

By the voice of Jesus bidden. 
Shall come forth, and sing and clasp our hands. 

Songs of Heaven and Home. 



February 9. 

*' I do set My bow in the cloud." — Qen, ix. 13. 

It was out of the cloud, that the deluge came, 
yet it is upon it that the bow is set ! The cloud 
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is a thing of darkness, yet God chooses it for the 
place where He bends the arch of light ! Such is 
the way of our God. He knows that we need the 
cloud, and that a bright sky without a speck, or 
shadow, would not suit us in our passage to the 
kingdom. Therefore He draws the cloud above 
us, not once in a lifetime, but many times. But 
lest the gloom should appal us. He braids the 
cloud with sunshine, nay makes it the object which 
gleams to our eye with the very fairest hues ot 
heaven. . . . Peace in trouble, gladness in 
sorrow, nay peace and gladness, produced by the 
very tribulation itself, such is the deep love oi 
God, and such is the way in which He makes all 
things work together for good to us. 

Dr. H. Bonar. 



February io. 

** And there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor 
crying, neither shall there be any more pain : for the former 
things are passed away." — Rev. xxi. 4. 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells. 

Ringing, ringing, 

With ten thousand voices sweet, 

Singing, singing. 
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Now we read God*s ways aright ; 

All that evil once portended, 
In the blaze of heavenly light, 
Is with love and wisdom blended. 
Seen across the border river 
From His presence nought can sever. 
We shall sing His praise for ever. 

Hark ! a peal of heavenly bells, 

Ringing, ringing, 

With ten thousand voices sweet. 

Singing, singing. 

Here beloved friends we meet, 

Here restored their smiles of gladness ; 
Everlasting bliss complete, 

Joys unmixed with aught of sadness ; 
Fought the fight, the kingdom won. 
Death behind us, life before us : 
While eternal ages run. 

Never shall we cease the chorus — 
" We are safe beyond the river. 
From His presence nought can sever, 
We shall sing His praise for ever." 

Gates of Praise. 
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February ii. 

"Who hath despised the day of small things?" — Zech, 
V. lo. 

** Neither hammer nor axe, nor any tool of iron was heard 
n the house while it was building." — i Kings vi. 7. 

In a cavern, calcareous matter, in particles 
almost infinitely small, is deposited. Months, years 
pass away, and only a small accumulation has taken 
place. Yet thus it is, by that slow drop, drop, 
drop, those numberless stalactites — crystalline 
sheets and pillars — ^have been formed. The thought 
occurs — so is it in the secret chambers of the soul. 
The dews of Divine grace distil gently, and in 
those silent and once dreary recesses there come 
into being forms of heavenly grace and beauty, all 
the garniture of a temple on high. The Lord's 
hidden ones are in process ot preparation for their 
use in the New Jerusalem, and they will be found 
unto praise, and honour, and glory, at the appear- 
ing of Jesus Christ. 

Better Land^ p. 35. 

February 12. 

** Hear me speedily, O Lord : my spirit faileth." — /!f. 

cxliut 7» 

** It shall come to pass, that before they call, I will answer ; 
and while they are yet speaking, I will hear." — Isa, Ixv. 24. 

Come, Lord, O come ! you cry alway. 
You pour your heart out night and day, 
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But still no murmur of reply, 

No voice that answers, " Here am I." 

Oh dull of heart, enclosed doth lie 
In each " Come, Lord," a " Here am I " ; 
Thy love, thy longing, are not thine. 
Reflections of a love Divine 1 
Thy very prayer to thee was given. 
Itself a messenger from heaven. 

Archbishop Trench. 

February 13. 

" Show me Thy way, O Lord, teach me Thy paths." — Ps. 
XXV. 4. 

** Thou shalt hear a voice behind thee saying, This is the 
way, walk ye in it." — Isa, xxx. 21. 

Had He seen meet He might have ordained 
that His people*s pathway was to be without gloom 
or darkness, trial or tear; no cross, no '^deep 
calling to deep," nothing but seas unfretted by a 
ripple, simny slopes, and verdant valleys, and 
bright clusters of palm with sunlit fronds of love 
and faithfulness ! But to keep them humble, to 
teach them their dependence on Himself, He has 
ordered it otherwise. Their journey, as travellers, 
is at times through mist and cloudland. Their 
voyage, as seamen, through alternate calm and 
storm. They are like the vessel building in the 
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dockyard The unskilled and uninitiated can hear 
nothing but clanging hammers, they can see 
nothing but unshapely timbers and glare of torches. 
It is a scene of din and noise, dust and confusion. 
But all will at last be acknowledged as needed 
portions in the spiritual workmanship, when the 
soul, released from its earthly fastenings, is launched 
on the summer seas of eternity. 

Palms of Elim. 

February 14. 

"And lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end 01 the 
world." — Matt^ xxviii. 20. 

Then One more fan* than all the rest to see. 
One to whom all the others bowed the knee. 
Came to me gently, as I trembling lay, 
And, " Follow Me," He said, " This is the way." 

At length to Him I raised my saddened heart, 
He knew its sorrows, bid its joys depart, 
" Be not afraid," He said, " but trust in Me, 
My perfect love shall now be shown to thee.'' 

And now henceforth, my one desire shall be, 
That He, who knows me best, should choose for me; 
And so, whatever His love sees good to send, 
I'll trust it's best, because He knows the end. 

Changed Cross. 
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February 15. 

** If I say, Surely the darkness shall cover me ; even the 
night shall be light about me." — Ps. cxxxix. II. 
**I am continually with thee." — Ps, Ixxiii. 23. 

Thou hast been with me in the dark and cold, 
And all the night I thought I was alone ; 

The chariots of Thy glory round me rolled, 
On me attending, yet by me unknown. 

Clouds were Thy chariots, and I knew them not ; 

They came in solemn murmurs to my ear. 
I thought that, far away, Thou hadst forgot ; 

But Thou wert by my side, and heaven was 
near. 

I love the memory of the faded hour. 
Whose living presence was so hard to bear ; 

I see the splendour of the withered flower, 
I feel the fragrance of the vanished air. 

Why did I murmur underneath the night, 

When night was spanned by golden steps to 
Thee? 

Why did I cry disconsolate for light, 
When all Thy stars were bending over me ? 



Rev. Dr. Matheson. 
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February i6. 

** Let us therefore come boldly unto the throne of grace, 
that we may obtam mercy, and find grace to help in time of 
need." — Heb, iv. i6. 

Have you a want? Keep it not, carry it to 
Him. It shall lie on the mercy-seat to be con- 
sidered. In due time shall be written on it, " To 
be provided for, ^^ 

Our wants are fathomless, our help infinite. 

None but God can tell the uttermost a God can 

do. 

Lady Powerscourt. 

February 17. 

** Thy people shall be willing in the day ot Thy power." — 

Ps, ex. 3. 

Willing to own Thee 
Master 'and King, 
Willing to offer 
Thee everything : 
Lord, make me willing 
My all to bring. 

Willing to wait 
Thy' chosen time. 
Willing to follow 
Thy way, not mine ; 
Lord, make me willing, 
For I am Thine. 
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Willing to labour, 
Willing to lie, 
Willing to sufifer. 
Willing to die : 
Lord, make me willing, 
Is all my cry. 

Restful Rhythms.- 

February i8. 

** And He was in the hinder part of the ship, asleep on a 
pillow." — Mark iv. 38. 

** Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, 
and I will give you rest." — Matt, xi. 28. 

We can never go out of season to Christ ; there 
is not the hour in which He is inaccessible to our 
wants, or will refuse to give us help ; there is not 
the danger from which He cannot extricate us ; 
nor the trial which He will not overrule for the 
strengthening of our faith. He is able to save, — 
He is willing to save. None are beyond the reach 
of His abounding grace and mercy. As the ocean 
supports a navy as easily as the bubble on the 
breaker or the sea-bird floating on its crested foam ; 
as the earth supports the everlasting hills as easily 
as the tiny grass which clothes its sides or the 
cattle which browse on them ; so Jesus can save 
both great and small. He is the spiritual Atlas, 
carrying a ruined world. Anon. 
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February 19. 

**Fear not. . . . When thou passest through the 
waters, I will be with thee ; and through the rivers, they 
shall not overflow thee,"— Isa, xliii. 1,2. 

Thou knowest, Lord, the weariness and sorrow 
Of the lone heart that comes to Thee for rest, 

Cares of to-day, and burdens for to-morrow, 
Blessings implored, and sins to be confessed. 

Thou knowest all the future— gleams of gladness 
By stormy clouds too quickly overcast. 

Hours of sweet fellowship, and parting sadness. 
And the dark river to be crossed at last. 

Therefore I come. Thy gentle call obeying, 
And lay my sins and sorrows at Thy feet ; 

On everlasting strength my weakness staying. 
Clothed in Thy robe of righteousness complete. 

Anon. 

February 20. 

** And they entered in, and found not the body of the Lord 

Jesus." — Lu^e xxiv. 3. 

Be not troubled, my soul. God has for thee 
something better than thy imaginings. It is with 
thee as with the women of Galilee. They sought 
only a dead form, and they found a living Lord. 
Thou also hast been too eager for the earthly form 
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of thy hope's fulfilment. Has He promised that 
all things shall work together for thy good, and 
yet denied thee the comforts of the world ? What 
then? Is His promise void? May it not be that 
thou hast found thy promise in the very region 
where it seems to have failed thee, in the privations 
and sorrows of life? What matter though thou 
hast lost the form, if thou hast found the sepulchre 
vacant ? The loss is a gain and the vacancy is 
fulness of joy. There are losses which mean 
nothing less than resurrection. I rise more by the 
discovery of my wants than by the discovery of my 
possessions. . . . O fragrance of the broken 
ointment box ! O light of resurrection ! reached 
from human emptiness, I am enriched by the gain 
of Thee. 

Rev. George Matheson, D.D. 

February 21. 

** The flower fadeth."— /ja. xl. 8. 

" Even so them also that sleep in Jesus will God bring 
with Hun." — i Thess, iv. 14. 

** And so shall we ever be with the Lord." — i Thess, iv. 17. 

The rose in the garden that falls, 
Has its vacant place filled up again \ 

No gap in the branches recalls 

That a transient blank had e'er been. 
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Not so with the hearts that bewail 
The blight of the tender home-flower : 

No subsequent leaves can avail 
To fill its missed place in the bower ! 

Oh, happy, — thrice happy the time. 
When again we shall meet, ne'er to sever ; 

With that flower in that happier clime. 
To bask in bright sunshine for ever ! 

Gates of Praise. 

February 22. 

** If God so clothe the grass which is to-day in the field, 
and to-morrow is cast into the oven, how much more will He 
clothe you, O ye of little faith." — Matt, vi. 30. 

What can be lovelier than the meadows in May ? 
The eye that has lately looked out on the cold 
plain of snow or the leafless tree, gazes with delight 
upon " the tender grass springing out of the earth 
in the clear shining after rain," so richly, delicately, 
transparently green. 

When the spring advances, and the grass trem- 
bles in the warm air, and the daisies in thousands 
open their round innocent eyes, in wonder among 
it, and the buttercups spread over it their cloth 
of gold ; and the bright sunbeams, and the light- 
footed shadows of the fleecy clouds overhead, 
chase each other in little rippling waves, over its 
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surface, like smiles and thoughts over a human 
face ; it seems as if a larger and brighter feeling 
of life came with the lovely spectacle, and as if 
every tiny spear of grass bore the admiring spirit 
upon it from the decays of earth, nearer to the 
glories and the fulness of heaven. From this 
parable, one of the most beautiful our Saviour 
uttered, He teaches us the lesson of human de- 
pendence upon God's care. 

Hugh Macmillan, LL.D. 



February 23. 

** Not My will, but Thine, be done." — Luke xxii. 42. 

Without murmur, uncomplaining, 

On His hand. 
Leave, whatever things thou canst not 

Understand. 
Fearest sometime that thy Father 

Hath forgot ? 
Though the clouds around thee gather. 

Doubt Him not. 
Weakest lambs have largest share 
Of the tender Shepherd's care ; 
Ask Him not, then, when or how. 

Only bow. 

S. D. Carter. 
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February 24. 

** Whither shall I go from Thy Spirit ? or whither shall I 
flee from Thy presence ? " — Fs. exxxix. 7, 

**Iwill meditate on Thee in the night watches." — Fs» 
Ixiii. 6. 

God's eye is upon me every hour of my exist- 
ence. His spirit is intimately present with every 
thought of my heart. His presiding influence 
keeps by me through the whole current of my 
restless and ever changing history. In the silent 
watches of the night, when my eyelids have closed, 
and my spirit has sunk into unconsciousness, the 
observant eyes of Him, who never slumbers, is 
upon me, the same Being, who is now at work 
in the remotest domains ot Nature and of Pro- 
vidence, is also at my right hand, to eke out to me 
every moment of my being, and to uphold me in 
the exercise of all my feelings and of all my 
faculties. 

Dr. Chalmers. 

February 25. 

What I do thou knowest not now, but thou shalt know 
hereafter." — yohn xiii. 7. 

In hope that apprehends, 
An end beyond these ends ; 
And great uses rendered duly. 
By the meanest song sung truly. 
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For sights of things away, 
Through fissures of the clay ; 
Promised things which shall be given, 
And sung over, up in heaven. 

E, B. Browning. 



February 26. 

* * He that taketh not his cross, and followeth after Me, is 
not worthy of Me." — MatL x. 38. 

**For Thou wilt Ught my candle : the Lord my God will 
enlighten my darkness." — Ps, xviii. 28. 

The dark shades of life are here not only 
admitted into the kingdom, but made the central 
figures of the kingdom; and so far from being 
viewed as the marks of Divine anger, they are 
contemplated as the forerunners of Divine glory. 
The Cross has become the road to the crown, and 
the sufferings of life open before the eye of the 
new worshipper only as the shady windings of an 
avenue, whose path must issue in a stream of sun- 
light. 

Growth of the Spirit of Christianitv. 
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February 27. 

*' I have seen his ways, and will heal him : I will lead him 
also, and restore comforts unto him and to his mourners." — 
Isa, Ivii. 18. 

**He healeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their 
wounds." — Ps. cxlvii. 3. 

So when winter storms overtake thee, 
Making life seem sad and drear, 

Let not faith or hope forsake thee, 
Let them keep thy heart from lean 

He who stripped the trees will dress them, 

He who wounds will also heal, 
And perchance will mostly bless them 

Who His chastening hand most feel. 

Lewis M. Evans. 



February 28. 

** Blessed are the people that know the joyful sound.*' — 
Ps. Ixxxix. 15. 

In these words there is a beautiful allusion 
made to the sound of the bells on the vestment 
of the High Priest in the Jewish Temple of old. 
When the assembled people in the outer court 
heard their music within the Holiest ot all, it 
conveyed the assiuance that the High Priest was 
there, actively engaged in his official duties — 
sprinkling the mercy seat with blood, and pleading 
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for the nation. They felt "blessedness " in hearing, 
and knowing, " the joyful sound." Beautiful type 
of Jesus, the Great High Priest within the veil. 
. . . The golden bells are sounding; it is only 
distance which renders them inaudible. They are 
still pendent at His Royal Priestly robes, telling 
us that still He intercedes. Let the comforting 
thought follow us wherever we go, " Jesus is plead- 
ing for us within the Heavenly Temple ;" and let 
us, like expectant Israel, long for the joyous 
moment, when He shall come forth, in the glory 
of His Father, to pour His advent-benediction 
on His waiting Church ! 

Memories of Bethany. 

February 29. 

**Fear not ; I am the first and the last : I am He that 
liveth, and was dead ; and, behold, I am alive for evermore. 
Amen." — /?«/. i. 17, 18. 

My Saviour lives ! He intercedes 
Still as the Lamb, — the crucified ; 

" Father, I will," — ^'tis thus He pleads ; 
Ne'er was the boon He asked denied. 

My Saviour lives ! and still His heart, 
Responsive, beats upon the throne. 

To every pang from which I smart ; 
He makes my tears and woes his own. 
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My Saviour lives ! to see His face 
My endless happiness will be ; 

Lord, independent of all place, 
Where'er Thou art is heaven to me ! 

Altar-Stones. 



March i. 

•♦ Thine eyes shall see the King in His beauty : they shall 
behold the land that is very far off." — ha, xxxiii. 17. 

I gaze aloof at the tissued roof, 

Where time and space are the warp and woot, 

Which the King of kings as a curtain flings 

O'er the dreadfulness of eternal things ; 

As a tapestried tent to shade us meant. 

From the bare everlasting firmament. 

Where thfe blaze of the skies comes soft to our 

eyes 
Through a veil of mystical imageries. 
But could I see, as in truth they be, 
The glories of heaven, that encompass me, 
I should lightly hold the tissued fold 
Of this marvellous curtain of blue and gold. 
And soon the whole, as a parchfed scroll, 
Shall to my amazfed sight uproU, 
And without a screen, at one burst, be seen 
The presence in which I have ever been. 
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Oh! who shall bear the blinding glare 

Of the majesty that shall meet us there, 

What eye can gaze on the unveiled blaze, 

On the light-gilded throne of the Ancient of Days ? 

Christ us aid ! Himself be our shade. 

That in that dread day we be not -dismayed ! 

Whytehead. 

March 2. 

** He giveth more grace.'* — James iv. 6. 

For every responsibility which we have to meet, 
He offers to qualify us. For every height which 
we have to climb. He furnishes an inward strength. 
So that, whatever be our faithless forecastings 
before we fairly come up with our burdens, it is 
extremely questionable whether, while we are 
bearing them, the heavier seems more oppressive 
than the lighter. For the feeling of a burden's 
oppressiveness must of course be proportioned to 
our strength. And if with a double burden the 
Lord supplies a double strength, it is exactly the 
same to our experience as if with half the- burden 
He left us half the strength. . . . We need 
not faint, then, at any prospect before us. . . . 
The cruse of Grace abounds, like the widow of 
Sarepta's cruse, in time of dearth. And so we 
will march bravely onwards, assured that, if the 
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last failure of all shall begin to overtake us, there 
will be a proportionably large inflowing from that 
cruse into the inner man. 

Dean Goulburn. 



March 3. 

*' I the Lord thy God will hold thy right hand, saying unto 
thee, Fear not ; I will help thee." — Isa, xli. 13. 

Black clouds were gathering on a blacker sky, 

The world was drear. 
Upon the night wind rose the cry 

Of one in fear. 

" Dear Lord, the darkness falleth upon me, 

I cannot see ; 
My feet are stumbling on the mountains, 

Oh, succour me I " 

And soon there came a loving call in answer, 

*^ Be not afraid ; 
Mine eye shall guide the blind ones, and the weary 

Mine arm shall aid." 

None ever perished, following Jesus fully, 

No, never one I 
The weakest lambs are carried in His bosom, 

And brought safe home. 

Restful Rhythms. 



March 4. 

** And even to your old age I am He ; and even to hoar 
hairs will I carry you : I have made, and I will bear ; even 
I will carry, and will deliver you." — Jsa, xlvi. 4. 

Remember that some of the brightest drops in 
the chalice of life may still remain for us in old 
age. The last draught which a kind Providence 
gives us to drink, though near the bottom of the 
cup, may, as. it is said of the draught of the Roman 
of old, have at that very bottom, instead of dregs, 
most costly pearls. 

Memorials of a Quiet Life. 



. March 5. 

** Praise ye Him, sun and moon: praise Him, all ye 
stars of light. Mountains, and all hills ; fruitful trees, and 
all cedars. Praise ye the Lord.'* — Ps, cxlviii. 3, 9. 

Praise Him, bright sun, in the glow of thy splen- 
dour ; 

Praise Him, thou moon, silver queen ot the night ; 

Ye stars, who like virgin retainers attend her, 

Oh, praise the great Lord who hath robed you with 
light. 
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Praise Him, oh, praise Him, ye soft flowing foun- 
tains ; 

Amid the lone valleys go murmur your song ; 

Uplift the loud anthem, ye thunder-voiced moun- 
tains ; 

Let peak answer peak, and re-echo your song. 

Ye forests, ye need no cathedral of marble. 
No thurifer's censer to perfume your shrine ; 
Your own wingfed choirs will His praises best 

warble, 
Your woodland flowers scatter sweet incense 

divine. 

Gates of Praise. 



March 6. 

"Hath He said, and shall He not do it? or hath He 
spoken, and shall He not make it good?" — Nunt, xxiii. 19. 

God's promises are the comfort of my life. 
Without them I could not stand for an hour in the 
whirl and eddy ; but I cannot tell how He will 
fulfil them, any more than I can tell from just what 
quarter the first flock of blue birds will come in 
the spring. Yet I am sure the spring will come, 
on the wings of ten thousand birds." 

Beecher. 
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March 7. 

** And it was winter "— yb An x. 22. 

** For, lo, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone ; 
the flowers appear on the earth ; the time of the singing of 
birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our 
land. The fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the 
vines with the tender grape give a good smelL Arise, my 
love, my fair one, and come away." — Canf, ii. 11-13. 

Against the windows sleet and snow 
Beat, as determined to the last 
To bear me company : I passed 
Bleak sandy tracts where dwarfish pines 
And stunted olives, tempest-stirred. 

Swayed desolately to and fro. 



But by and by, by slow degrees, 

Chill Nature thawed to greet the dawn ; 
The clinging frost and snow were gone, 
The sky beamed blue behind the hills, 

The birds were singing on the trees. 

The sun rose gaily, all the earth 

Seemed warm again with love and spring ; 
The olive leaves swayed glistening 
With silvery lustre, and the rills 

Leapt frost-freed to a brighter birth. 
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A thousand scented southern balms 
The zephyr wafted to my brow ; 
The orange hung upon the bough, 
The almond flowered fair beneath 

The tufted majesty of palms. 

The wavelets of a tideless sea 
Crept softly to the rosy shore, — 
The overhanging mountains bore 
Myrtle and mignonette and heath, 

And fragrant tangled bryony. 

* * * * 

'Twas then I felt my soul revive ; 
The winter chilled my heart no more ; 
I looked upon that sunny shore 
And said, "I come to life and love, — 

I come to thee to love and live.'' 

Violet Fane. 



March 8. 

*' I know that my Redeemer liveth." — ^od xix. 25. 

Here there is one word full of meaning, from 
which we collect the truth of sympathy. It is that 
little word of appropriation, ''my" Redeemer. 
Power is shown by God's attention to the vast, 
sympathy by His condescension to the small. It 
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is not the thought of Heaven's sympathy by which 
we are impressed when we gaze through the tele- 
scope on the mighty world of space, and gain an 
idea of what is meant by infinite ; for the very 
vastness excludes the thought of sympathy. It is 
when we look into the world of insignificance 
which the microscope reveals, and find that God 
has gorgeously painted the atoms of creation, and 
exquisitely furnished forth all that belongs to 
minutest life, that we feel that God sympathizes 
and individualizes. 

Rev. F. Robertson. 



March 9. 

" The bright light that is in the clouds." — Job xxxvii. 21. 

Look yonder at that cloud, which, through the sky 
Sailing alone, doth cross in her career 
The rolling moon ! I watched it as it came. 
And deemed the deep opaque would blot her 

beams ; 
But melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 
The orb with richer beauties than her own. 
Then, passing, leaves her in her light serene. 

SOUTHEY. 
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March io. 

** We know that all things work together for good to 
them that love God, to them that are the called according 
to His purpose." — Rom. viii. 28. 

St Paul says, " 7ae know^^ Behind that dark 
cloud he speaks with assured conviction of a 
shining face. At that loom which the world calls 
"fete," with these tangled, confused, and mazy 
threads, he could tell of a divine Artificer, who 
holds the shuttle in His hand, and who under- 
stands (what the spectator often does not under- 
stand) that all is for good, I believe few can fail 
to look back on some dark passages in their his- 
tory, — dark at the time and full of mystery, — ^that 
led even to gloomy and unworthy thoughts regard- 
ing God, but who can see them now to be 
luminous with mercy; some wise reason for 
mysterious dealings comes to light which at the 
moment was undiscemible. And if such be with 
any a present experience, the cloud without appa- 
rently even the "silver lining," be it theirs to trust; 
" the good " will yet be unfolded. Yes ! take that 
short comforting parenthesis, and let it fling its ray 
of comfort athwart the gloom ; — " though now for a 
season (if need be) ye are in heaviness through 
manifold temptations." 

J. R. Macduff, D.D. 
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March ii. 

**He hath made everything beautiful in his time."- 

Eccles.iiu 1 1. 

For the beauty of the earth, 
For the glory of the skies, 

For the love which from our birth 
Over and around us lies, 

Lord of all, to Thee we raise 

This our grateful psalm of praise. 

For the wonder of each hour, 
Of the day and of the night, 

Hill, and vale, and tree, and flower, 
Sun and moon, and stars of light. 

Lord of all, to Thee we raise 

This our grateful psalm of praise. 

For the joy of human love. 
Brother, sister, parent, child. 

Friends on earth, and friends above. 
Pleasures pure and undefiled. 

Lord of all, to Thee we raise 

This our grateful psalm of praise. 



Church Hymns. 
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March 12. 

** I know the thoughts that I think toward you, saith the 
Lord." — yer, xxix. ii, 

" How precious also are Thy thoughts unto me, O God ! 
how great is the sum of them ! " — Ps* cxxxix. 17. 

Outer nature is a majestic volume, filled with 
God's thoughts. His sublime thoughts are the 
everlasting mountains. His lofty thoughts, the dis- 
tant stars. His terrible thoughts, the lightning and 
tempest, the earthquake and volcano. His minute 
thoughts of discriminating care, the tiny moss and 
lichen, the tender grass, the lily of the field, and 
pearly dewdrop. His loving thoughts, the blue sky, 
the quiet lake, the sunny glade, the budding blos- 
soms, and beauteous flowers. His joyful thoughts, 
the singing streams and sparkling waves. His un- 
changing thoughts, the rock in mid ocean, on which 
the waves are in vain spending their fury. But it 
is not in these that sinners redeemed by the blood 
of Jesus can discover the breathings of the very 
heart of a reconciled Father. It is in Christ that 
each thought of God becomes precious, a deep 
pool of unfathomable grace and love, reflecting the 
image and the peace of heaven. 

Thoughts of God. 
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March 13. 

So the Lord shall make bright clouds." — Zech. x. I. 

The sunbeams now are hidden, 
The rains in floods descend ; 

The winds with angry murmurs 
The stoutest branches bend. 

The radiant face of nature 
Is palled in gloomy shroud ; 

Yet is the eye directed 

To look BEYOND THE CLOUD ! 

For lo ! at length appeareth 

A little streak of light, 
Increasing every moment, 

Till all again is bright. 
So, dark howe'er our prospects, 

However by sorrow bowed. 
It will not last for ever, 

We'll look BEYOND THE CLOUD. 

And if the silver lining 

Here faileth to appear ; 
If stormy skies be o'er us, 

And earth a desert drear : 
We'll trust a Father's mercy. 

That ALL has been allowed ; 
And soon, in His own presence. 

We '11 be BEYOND the cloud. — Anon. 
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March 14. 

" To comprehend with all saints what is the breadth, and 
length, and depth, and height ; and to know the love of 
Christ, which passeth knowledge." — Eph, iii. 18, 19. 

How shall I measure Thy love ? It is as long as 
eternity, as broad as humanity, as high as purity, 
as deep as necessity. My love is not always long ; 
the friends of my youth are sometimes the stran- 
gers of my age ; but Thou, when Thou lovest at 
the beginning, lovest even unto the end. My love 
is not often broad ; my devotion blinds me to the 
interest of another, but Thou wilt not give to me 
what will hurt my brother man. My love is rarely 
high, it seeks the pleasure rather than the good 
of its object; but Thou lovest so much my good, 
that to perfect it Thou wilt not shrink from send- 
ing me bitter tears. My love is seldom deep ; it 
is warm in summer but cold in winter ; it cannot 
survive the withering of its ideal. But Thy love 
shines on the withered flower. It goes down into 
the valley of humiliation. It seeketh and saveth 
the lost. It is radiant where the world is cold. It 
has " beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, 
the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness " 
(Isa. Ixi. 3). 

George Matheson, D.D. 
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March 15. 

" In the wilderness shall waters break out, and streams in 
the desert And the parched ground shall become a pool, 
and the thirsty land springs of water." — Isa, xxxv. 6, 7. 

I shall find again the hopes long vanished, 
Like the swallows when the storms are gone ; 

Fountains shall be opened in the deserts, 
Streams by the wayside, while journeying on. 

Flowers of love and promise shall be springing. 
Where the cruel thorn and wormwood sprung ; 

And the homeivard path lie bright in sunshine. 
Where my sad harp upon the willows hung ! 

Anon. 



March 16. 

*' Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow ot 
death, I will fear no evil : for Thou art with me ; Thy rod 
and Thy staff they comfort me." — Fs, xxiii. 4. 

The path of those who have found the one good 
Shepherd often lies through a strait and rocky 
valley, where the over-arching cliffs intercept the 
light of the sun and cast a cold shadow upon the 
traveller. But even in the gloom, even when be- 
reft of the light of the sun, I am not afraid; I 
know that, though I do not see it, the sun is still 
above my head : — ^^Thou art a^er with meJ^ Oh ! 
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what mountains of anxiety this simple thought re- 
moves at once from the heart, and what tempests 
it disperses. ... Even in our bosoms storms 
may rage, and yet in the face of all enemies the 
cup of consolation and joy is filled for us to the 

brim. 

Tholuck. 

March 17. 

** O Lord, how manifold are Thy works ! in wisdom hast 
Thou made them all. " — Ps, civ. 24. 

Mountains and oceans, planets, suns, and systems 
Bear not the impress of Almighty power 
In characters more legible than those 
Which He has written on the tiniest flower, 
Whose light bell bends beneath the dewdrop's 
weight. 



H. G. Bell. 



March 18. 



** With Thee is the fountain of life : in Thy light shall we 

see light" — Ps, xxxvi. 9. 

Many a cloud is there without a bow in nature, 
but never in grace. Every sorrow has its corre- 
sponding and counterpart comfort "/;/ the multi- 
tude of the SORROWS that I had in my heart Thy 
COMFORTS have refreshed my soul " (Pray er-Book 
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version). If, in the midnight ot grief, thy earthly 
sun appear to have set for ever, an inner, but not 
less real, sunshine lights up thy stricken heart. 
The stream of life may have been poisoned at its 
source ; but, blessed be His name, if it have driven 
thee to say, " All my springs are in Thee." 

" Bow IN THE Cloud." 

March 19. 

" Fear thou not ; for I am with thee : be not dismayed ; 
or I am thy God : I will strengthen thee ; yea, I will help 
thee ; yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of My 
righteousness." — Isa, xli. 10. 

Doubtless, rugged heights arising. 
Fill thy heart with deep alarms ; 

But where thou canst not surmount them, 
Christ will bear thee in His arms. 

Only journey ever onward. 
Farther on the homeward way. 

Ever with an eye uplifted 
To the clearer realms of day. 

Fearless thou mayst tread the valley, 

All in shadow though it be, 
When the open blue of heaven 

Shines beyond the gloom for thee. 

Hymns from the Land of Luther. 
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March 20. 

"1 shall be satisfied, when I awake, with Thy likeness.*' 

— Ps, xvii. 15. 

Your portrait and mine are being painted, and 
God, by wondrous strokes and influences, is work- 
ing us up to His ideal. Over and above what you 
are doing for yourself, God is working to make you 
like Him. And the wondrous declaration is, that 
when you stand before God, and see what He has 
done for you, you shall be " satisfied." Oh, word 
that has been wandering, solitary, and without a 
habitation, ever since the world began, and the 
morning stars sang together for joy. . • . When 
God's work is complete we shall stand before Him ; 
and with the bright ideal and glorified conception 
of heavenly aspiration upon us, looking up to God, 
and back on ourselves, we shall say, " I am satis- 
fied," for we shall be like Him. 

Royal Truths. 

March 21. 

** I am the Lord, I change not." — Mai. iii. 6. 
** Yea, I have loved thee with an everlasting love." — yier. 
xxxi. 3. 

When I sleep, my Guardian wakes. 

And revives my wearied mind ; 
Every morning on me breaks 

With some mark of love most kind ; 
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Had my God not stood my Friend, 
Had His countenance not been 
Here my Guide, I had not seen 
Many a trial reach its end. 

All things else have but their day, 
God's love only lasts for aye. 

All my life I still have found. 

And I will forget it never, 

Every sorrow hath its bound, 

And no cross endures for ever. 
After all the winter's snows. 

Comes sweet summer back again. 
Patient souls ne'er wait in vain, 
Joy is given for all their woes. 

All things else have but their day, 
God*s love only lasts for aye. 

Paul Gerhardt. 

March 22. 

** My Lord hath forsaken me, and my God hath forgotten 

me." — Isa, xlix. 14. 

If He linger, it is to try and test the faith of His 
people. If He let loose the storm, and suflfer it to 
sweep with a vengeance apparently uncontrolled, 
it is that these living trees may strike their roots 
firmer and deeper in Himself— the Rock of eternal 
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ages. Trust Him where you cannot trace Him. 
Not one promise of His can come to nought. The 
channel may have continued long dry ; the cloud 
has been laden, but no shower descends ; the 
barren waste is unwatered, the windows of heaven 
seem hopelessly closed. Nay, nay ! Though "the 
vision tarry," yet, if you " wait for it," the gracious 
assurance will be fulfilled in your experience. 
" The Lord is good to them that wait for Him, to 
the soul that seeketh Him." The fountain of love, 
pent up in His heart, will in due time gush forth ; 
the apparently unacknowledged prayer will be 
crowned with a gracious answer. In His own 
good time, sweet tones of celestial music will be 
wafted to your ear. It is the voice of the Beloved ! 
Lo, He Cometh leaping upon the mountains, skip- 
ping upon the hills ! 

Memories of Bethany. 

March 23. 

** And he dreamed, and behold a ladder set up on the 
earth, and the top of it reached to heaven : and behold the 
angels of God ascending and descending on it." — Gen, xxviii. 
12. 

The darkness of my night has been Thy day, 
My stony pillow was Thy ladder's rest, 

And all Thine angels watched my couch of clay. 
To bless the soul, unconscious it was blesj. 
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I'll build a monument to that dead pain, 

In whose sore anguish conscious life was given, 

And write on loss the record of the gain ; 

" This was the house of God, the gate of heaven." 

Rev. G. Matheson, D.D. 



March 24. 

"My grace is sufficient for thee : or my strength is made 
perfect in weakness." — 2 Cor, xii. 9. 

He will daily, hourly, yea moment by moment, 
apportion to you your lot of suffering, and the 
strength to carry you through it. You have not to 
bear the whole length of your illness now, at this 
time; but minute by minute. Do not increase 
your present suffering, by adding to it the future 
burden. He knows how best to deal with you. 
Fear not, for all these things are in His hand, and 
He lays them on, not all at once, but little by 
little. . . . '^ As our day is, so is our strength." 
. . . Each trial is sent to teach us something, 
and altogether, they have a lesson which it is be- 
yond the power of any to teach alone. 

Sickness, its Trials and Bi^es^inqs, 



March 25. 

" Doth His promise fail for evermore ? Hath God for- 
gotten to be gracious ? hath He in anger shut up His tender 
mercies ? And I said, This is my infirmity : but I will re- 
member the years of the right hand of the most High.** — Ps, 
Ixxvii. 8, 9, 10. 

All is dark on the horizon, 
Clouds returning after rain ; 
Faith is languid, Hope is weary, 
And the questions rise again — 
" Doth the promise fail for ever ? 
Hast Thou made all men in vain ? " 

O Redeemer ! shall one perish 
Who has looked to Thee for aid ? 
Let me see Thee, let me hear Thee, 
Through the gloomy midnight shade : 
Utter Thou Thy voice of comfort j 
" It is I, be not afraid." 

Anon. 

March 26. 

** The lot is cast into the lap ; but the whole disposing thereof 
is of the Lord." — Prov, xvi. 33. 

In a world of which it has been said, " Thou 
hast ordered all things in measure, number^ and 
weight" there is no room for chance. Strange may 
be the way in which the lot is cast into our lap ; 
but whether it be cast by visible or invisible 
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hands, whether suddenly or so slowly that we can 

see it come ; whether at the side, or from above, 

or from below ; whether plentifully or sparingly ; — 

it is always cast exactly as the Lord wills. When 

we are told, that all things in God's world are 

ordered by measure, number, and weight, we may 

believe that it is so, but we are quite unable to work 

the calculation, 

# # * * « 

If all things in this world are thus ordered in 
measure and number, no single one can be ex- 
cepted ; otherwise, the whole will fall to pieces, or 
at least lose its harmony; just as it happens in 
a well-constructed building. . . . How much 
less of chance would there be in the world, if man 
had only fewer casual and narrow thoughts ! 

** Waste not thy pains to reach the ground ; 
When the snow melts it will be found." 

Tholuck. 
March 27. 

"There is a Friend that sticketh closer than a brother." — 
Prov, xvii. 24. 

"Yea, I have loved thee with an everlasting love.*' — Jen 
xxxi. 3. 

Come and rejoice with me ! 

For I was wearied sore. 
And I have found a mighty arm 

Which holds me evermore. 
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Come and rejoice with me, 

For I have found a Friend 
Who knows my heart's most secret depths, 

Yet loves me without end. 

I knew not of His love, 

And He had loved me long, 
With love so faithful and so deep. 

So tender and so strong. 

And now I know it all, 

Have heard and know His voice. 
And hear it still from day to day, 
Can I enough rejoice ? 
Authoress of "Schonberg Cotta Family." 

March 28. 

** We have not an High Priest which cannot be touched 
with the feeling of our infirmities ; but was in all points 
tempted like as we are, yet without sin." — Heb, iv. 15. 

The sympathy of man is often selfish, formal, 
constrained, commonplace, coming more from the 
surface than from the depths of the heart It is 
the finite sympathy of a finite creature. The 
Redeemer's sympathy is that of the perfect Man 
and the infinite God \ able to enter into all the 
peculiarities of the case, all the tender features and 
shadings of sorrow, which are hidden from the 
keenest and kindliest human eye. Anon. 



March 29. 

" I was brought low, and He helped me." — Ps, cxvi. 6. 
**More than conquerors through Him that loved us."- 
Pom, viii. 37. 

Jesus, help, conquer 1 
There is not an hour 
Ot sorrow, or joy, but is ordered by Thee ; 
Thou dost cut down, 

Who hast planted the flower, 
Tempest, or calm, at Thy bidding shall be, 
Look on my sorrow, 
And give me the power 
Humbly to wait till Thou comfortest me. 



Jesus, help, conquer 1 
I cry unto Thee, 
Hardly my heart its petitions can frame, 
All is so dark 
And so painful to me, 
All I can utter, sometimes, is Thy name. 
Jesus, help, conquer ! 
My portion now be, 
Though all else should change, be Thou ever the 
same. 

Hymns of the Church Militant. 
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March 30. 

" Now is Christ risen from the dead, and beoome the first- 
fruits of them that slept." — I Cor, xv. 20. 

** I am the resurrection, and the life : he that believeth in 
Me, though he were dead, yet shall he live." — John xi. 25. 

Just as in our nightly sleep, death comes to 
almost every one with something of darkness, with 
the shadow of pain and parting. But to those who 
have fled to Jesus, it is a shadow, — ^no more. Better 
and truer, then, shall be the words, than they were 
ever said or sung of God's world of nature, " Lo, 
the winter is past, the rain is over and gone, the 
flowers appear on the earth, and the time of the 
singing of birds is come." As last night we laid 
us down to sleep in darkness and silence, and 
awoke to the sunlight, and the flowers, and the 
sweet singing of the birds; so, if we believe in 
Him, who is "the Resurrection and the Life,** 
shall we awake from our " sleep in Jesus," to new 
and joyous life on the world's Great Easter 
Morning. 

A. S. M. 



March 31. 

** Look Thou upon me, and be merciful unto me, as Thou 

usest to do unto those that love Thy name." — Ps, cxix. 129. 

**Ye greatly rejoice, though now for a season, if need 
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be, ye are in heaviness through manifold temptations. "- 
I Pet, i. 6. 

Oft in a gloomy chequered past, 
When human hope appeared in vain, 

A gracious look from Thee was cast. 
And sadness turned to joy again. 

Still would I feel Thee ever near. 
Ne'er at Thy will may I repine, 

Thy presence dries each falling tear. 
Proclaims all, " needful discipline." 

Altar Stones. 



April i. 

" Praise ye the Lord : for it is a good thing to sing praises 
unto our God ; for it is pleasant ; and praise is comely." — 
Ps, cxlvii. I. 

Hark ! how He calls all nature to arise 

In homage to its Maker ! Earth and sea, 
Sun, moon, and stars, hymning in midnight skies, 

On silver harps, their speechless minstrelsy ; 
Fire, snow, and vapour ; stormy wind, and tree 

Of hoary Lebanon \ and mountain spring. 
Speeding its headlong course in babbling glee. 

Or in the valleys softly murmuring. 
By which the fowls of heaven among the branches 
sing. 
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Ne'er is Creation silent. Every wood 

And tuneful grove, and stream that warbles by, 
Through every mead, or lonely solitude ; 

The lark shrill carolling in vernal sky, 
The nightingale, with gushing minstrelsy. 

The ocean lifting its eternal voice. 
The thunder pealing through the vaults on high ; 

Majestic orchestra ! All, all, rejoice, 
To swell the lofty song, and " make a joyful noise." 

Gates of Praise. 



April 2. 

** We may boldly say, The Lord is my helper." — Heb, xiii. 6. 

So now in your weakness, let your hearts be 
fresh, and comforted, for we have yonder, in that 
life with God, a sure true Helper, Jesus Christ, who 
for us has overcome sin and death, who is seated 
there for us, and with all the angels is looking 
upon us, and is waiting for us to receive us, when 
we journey forth, that we may have no care, 
nor fear, lest we should sink or fall. His power 
over sin and death is too great, that they should 
be suffered to do anything to harm us ; and He is 
so heart-true and good, that He neither can nor 
will forsake us. Whatever happens, let Him care, 
He will make all right — yea, He has already done 

90 



all things for the very best : better than we can 
comprehend. 

Luther. 

April 3. 

** They shall spring up as among the grass, as willows by 
the watercourses." — Isa, xliv. 4. 

* * I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be 
content." — Phil. iv. 11. 

See the soft green willow springing 
Where the waters gently pass ; 

Every way her free arms flinging 
O'er the moist and reedy grass : 

Long ere winter blasts are fled, 

See her tipped with vernal red, 

And her kindly flower displayed 

Ere her leaf can cast a shade. 

Though the rudest hand assail her, 

Patiently she droops awhile, 
But when showers and breezes hail her, 

Wears again her willing smile. 
Thus, I learn contentment's power. 
From the slighted willow bower. 
Ready to give thanks, and live 
On the least that Heaven may give. 

Keble. 
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April 4. 

** Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the 
morning." — Ps. xxx. 5. 

As every blade of grass shines with the splendour 
of a little diamond globe, when the sun arises after 
a night of dew, far surpassing the grass at noonday ; 
so shall the tears of this night of time throw a 
lustre over the believer, when the Sun of righteous- 
ness shall appear, in the morning of His resur- 
rection. 

Lady Powerscourt. 



April 5. 

** Though He slay me, yet will I trust in mm:'— Job 
xiii. 15. 

" I will bless the Lord at all times : His praise shall con- 
tinually be in my mouth." — Ps, xxxiv. I. 

If, the quiet brooklet leaving. 

Up the stony vale I wind, 
Haply, half in fancy grieving 

For the shades I leave behind, 
By the dusty wayside drear. 
Nightingales, with joyous cheer, 
Sing, my sadness to reprove, 
Gladlier than in cultured grove. 
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Where the thickest boughs are twining, 
Of the greenest, darkest tree, 

There they plunge, the light declining. 
All may hear, but none may see. 

Fearless of the passing hoot, 

Hardly will they fleet aloof; 

So they live in modest ways, 

Trust entire, and ceaseless praise. 

KEfiLE. 

April 6. 

"Awake, O north wind; and come, thou south; blow 
upon my garden, that the spices thereof may flow out." — 
Sel. Song'vf, l6. 

When, after a long, frigid, barren winter, the 
spring comes and loves the earth a little while, 
how wondrous is the change that takes place ! 

When the month of May comes, and sits upon 
the north, as a bird upon her nest, there come 
forth from under its feathers, sounds of new life : 
the forest echoes with the voices of joyous song- 
sters ; the roots start ; the grass grows ; the air 
smells sweet; all things are full of richness and 
beauty. Just so it is, when spring comes to the 
soul ; when the heart is touched with the fructifying 
power of love. 

Royal Truths. 

93 



April 7. 

" Thy Father which seeth in secret, Himself shall reward 
thee openly." — MaiL vi. 4. 

Violet, violet, blue and sweet. 
Nestling down by the old oak's feet, 
Can it be, you are glad to grow, 
Nobody near, your grace to know? 
Whispered the violet, soft as air, 
God can look at me anywhere. 

Anon. 

April 8. 

**As a flower of the field."—/!?, ciii. 15. 

Whenever you see flowers, understand that there 
is a meaning in them ; and remember that Christ 
hath said with reference to them, "Consider.'* 
You have no right to pass by the smallest, tiniest, 
the most inconspicuous flower, and say, " Oh, it is 
a little, common flower." A common flower? 
It is God-opened and God-built, and Christ has 
said respecting it, "Consider." Yes, there is a 
meaning in flowers. It is a precious meaning, one 
that you need, and one that will kindle up your 
life, and make your soul glow with radiance. Take 
it, and profit by it. 

Royal Truths. 
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April 9. 

** Ye know that summer is nigh." — Matt. xxiv. 32. 

A flicker of shine and shadow, 

A flutter of tender green, 
Glimpses of snowy blossom, 

With sapphire skies between. 

A world of wonder around me, 
Whose wealth I can scarce discern, 

Myriads move and murmur 
Among the flowers and fern. 

A shimmer of gossamer web. 

Where the rainbow's colours meet, 

A glimmer of gauzy wings. 
That quiver in sunny heat. 

A sound of murmuring waters, 
A sigh from wind-waved grass, 

A whispering in the tree-tops. 
As wafts of perfume pass. 

My heart is steeped in dreamy bliss, 

Full to the very brim ; 
The calmness of a deep content 

My senses all drink in. 

RestfuI/ Rhytjims 
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April io. 

" The Spirit of the Lord God is upon me ; because the 
Lord hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the 
meek ; He hath sent me to bind up the broken-hearted, to 
proclaim liberty to the captives, and the opening of the 
prison to them that are bound ; to proclaim the acceptable 
year of the Lord, and the day of vengeance of our God ; to 
comfort all that mourn ; to appoint unto them that mourn in 
Zion, to give unto them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for 
mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness." 
— Isa, Ixi. 1-3. 

You who feel lonely in the earth, like reeds in 
the wilderness; you who feel timid and foreboding, 
like a reed shaking in the wind ; you who droop 
the head and are brokenhearted ; remember that 
the Saviour is the Man of sympathies, and all 
this dulness and dejection, this indefinite dread 
of calamity, this incipient or incurable disease, be 
it what it may, is only the chastening hand ot 
Jehovah Ropht, 

Dr. Hamilton. 

April ii. 

**The earth is full of the goodness of the Lord.'* — Ps. 

xxxiiit 5" 

" The earth receiveth blessing from God." — Heb, vi. 7. 

Nature never did betray 
The heart that loved her ; 'tis her privilege, 
Through all the years of this our life, to lead 
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" From joy to joy ; for she can so inform 
The mind that is within us, so impress 
With quietness and beauty, and so feed 
With lofty thoughts ; that neither evil tongues, 
Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men 
Shall e*er prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
Is full of blessings. 

Wordsworth. 



April 12. 

"Who hath despised the day of small things." — Zec/t. 
iv. 10. 

"Though thy beginning was small, yet thy latter end 
should greatly increase." — ybd viii. 7. 

There is a day in Spring 
When under all the earth the secret germs 
Begin to stir and glow before they bud ; 
The wealth and festal pomps of midsummer 
Lie in the heart of thg,t inglorious day, 
Which no man names with blessing, though its 

work 
Is blest by all the world." 

M.S. 
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April 13. 

** The joy of the Lord is your strength." — Neh. viii. 10. 

The Christian life is like one of those sweet 

spring showers in early April, when the raindrops 

weave for us a mist that hides the sunshine ; and 

yet the hidden sun is in every sparkling drop, and 

they are all saturated and steeped in its light 
* * # * * 

Just as you inject colouring matter into the fibres 
of some anatomical preparation, so a Christian 
may, as it were, inject into all the veins of his 
religious character and life, either the bright tints 
of gladness or the dark ones of self-despondency, 
and the result will be according to the thing that 
he has put into them. 

Rev. Dr. Maclaren. 



April 14. 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, whose mind is stayed 
on Thee : because he trusteth in Thee." — Isa, xxvi. 3. 

We cannot trust Him as we should. 
So chafes weak nature's restless mood 

To cast its peace away \ 
But flowers of earth and birds of heaven 
Teach us that strength is surely given 

Sufficient for the day. 
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Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lessons learn from birds and flowers ; 

Make them from self to cease — 
Leave all things to a Father's will 
And taste, before Him lying still, 

The blessed fruits of peace. 

Later Lyrics. 

April 15. 

"The love of Christ constraineth us.*' — 2 Cor* v. 14. 

** And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to 
Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon their heads : they 
shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall 
flee away." — Isa. xxxv. 10. 

When after a long, frigid, barren winter, the 
spring comes and loves the earth a little while, 
how wondrous is the change that takes place! 
When the month of May comes, and sits upon the 
north as a bird upon her nest, there come forth 
from under its feathers sounds of new life; the 
forest echoes with the voices of joyous songsters ; 
the roots start ; the grass grows ; the air smells 
sweet ; all things are full of richness and beauty. 
Just so is it when spring comes to the soul ; when 
the heart is touched with the fructifying power of 
love. . . . When it is the heart of God that 
sets every root, and every bud, and every leaf in 
us a-growing, how wondrous is the beauty that is 
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evoked. . . We have found the way that is 
cast up on which the ransomed of the Lord are to 
return, and walk " with songs and everlasting joy 
upon their heads." 

Royal Truths. 

April i6. 

" The day is Thine, the night Also is Thine : Thou hast 
prepared the light and the sun." — J^s. Ixxiv. i6. 
** His going forth is prepared as the morning." — Hos, vi. 3. 

Thou canst not teU 
How bright a mom it was : never such sun 
Looked on the nether earth, as now (above 
Heaven's everlastings) with its perfect orb 
Rose joyous, and from every brake the birds 
Under the thick leaves starred with prisms of dew 
Crowded their mellow warbles. 

Dean Alford. 

April 17. 

**The morning cometh." — Isa. xxi. 12. 

That bright morning, when the dewdrops col- 
lected during earth's night of weeping, shall sparkle 
in its beams, when in one blessed moment a life- 
long experience of trial will be effaced and for- 
gotten, or remembered only by contrast, to en- 
hance the fulness of the joys of immortality. 

Night Watches. 
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April i8. 

** Unto you that fear My name shall the Sun of righteous- 
ness arise with healing in His wings." — McU, iv. 2. 

God's mercy is in the pure beam of Spring, 

The gale of morning is His blessed breath, 

Cheering created things, that, as they drink 

At these low founts of intermitting joy, 

Their souls may bless Him, and with quickened 

thirst 

Pant for the river of life and light of heaven. 

O sun-bright gleams ! and ye unfolding depths 

Of azure space ! what are ye but a pledge 

And precious foretaste of that cloudless day 

Gladdening at intervals the good man's heart 

With earnest of infinitude ? 

Keble. 

April 19. 

*' To know the love of Christ, which passeth knowledge. 

— Eph* iii. 19. 

Confide in the unchangeableness of Christ's love. 
Nothing shall take it from you, or separate you 
from it. It ebbs not with the ebbing of your feel- 
ings; it chills not with the chill of your affec- 
tions ; it changes not with the changing scenes and 
circumstances of your life. A love that passeth 
knowledge must have depths we cannot sound, 
heights we cannot explore, an infinite fulness and 
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freeness tiding over all the sins, infirmities, and 
sorrows of its blessed and favoured objects. 

WiNSLOW. 



April 20. 



** Blessed are the pure in heairt : for they shall see God." — 

' Afait: y:S.- - 

It is not growing like a tree 

In bulk doth make man better be ; 

Or standing like an oak three hundred year, 

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sear ; 

A lily of a day 

Is fairer far in May : 
Although it fall and die that night, 
It was the plant and flower of light. 
In small proportions we just beauties see, 
And in short measures life may perfect be. 

Ben Jonson, 1574-1637. 



April 21. 

** The Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy." — James 

V. II. 

*' I will make My grace sufficient for thee : for My strength 
is made perfect in weakness." — 2 Cor, xii. 9. 

How tender and sympathetic the Saviour is ! 
He does not break the bruised reed. He appor- 
tions the trial to the exigency; and, mindful of 

102 



the hour when He drank the Father's cup, and an 
angel from heaven strengthened Him, — in hand- 
ing to each disciple the cup of needful trial, His 
arm of omnipotent kindness encircles and sup- 
ports the fatigued or fainting soul. 

Dr. Hamilton, 

April 22. 

" Behold, bless ye the Lord, all ye servants of the Lord, 
which by night stand in the house of the Lord." — Ps, 
cxxxiv, I. 

Many voices join 

To sing the praise of God ; but who shall bless 

His name at midnight ? 

***** 

Whilst we are sleeping, those to whom the King 

Has measured out a cup of sorrow, sweet 

With His dear love, yet very hard to drink. 

Are waking in His temple ; and the eyes 

That cannot sleep for sorrow or for pain. 

Are lifted up to Heaven ; and sweet low songs, 

Broken by patient tears, arise to God. 

Bless ye the Lord, ye servants of the Lord 

Which stand by night within His holy place 

To give Him worship ! Ye are priests to Him 

And minister round the altar, pale 

Yet joyful in the night. 

By the Author of "Ezekiel." 
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April 23. 

"And Hannah prayed, and said, My heart rejoiceth in 
the Lord, mine horn is exalted in the Lord : my mouth is 
enlarged over mine enemies ; because I rejoice in Thy salva- 
tion. There is none holy as the Lord : for there is none 
beside thee : neither is there any rock like our Grod." — i Sam, 
ii. I, 2. 

That sweet song of Hannah's, where did she get 
it from ? I will tell you. You have picked up a 
shell, have you not, by the sea side, and you have 
put it to your ear, and heard it sing of the wild 
waves ? Where did it learn this music ? In the 
deeps. It had been tossed to and fro in the rough 
sea until it learned to talk with a deep, soft mean- 
ing of mysterious things which only the salt sea 
caves can communicate. Hannah's poesy was 
bom of her sorrow. 

Rev. C, H. Spurgeon. 



April 24. 

" For, lb, the winter is past, the rain is over and gone ; 
the flowers appear on the earth ; the time of the singing of 
birds is come, and the voice of the turtle is heard in our land ; 
the fig tree putteth forth her green figs, and the vines with 
the tender grape give a good smell. Arise, my love, my fair 
" one, and come away." — SoL Song ii. 1 1-13. 

'* The Lord is risen indeed." — Luke xxiv. 34. 

" Christ the firstfruits ; afterward they that are Christ's at 
His coming." — i Cor. xv. 23. 
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Exult, O bright heaven, 

Laugh, dewy-lipped air. 

From mom until even 

Be joy everywhere ! 

Where swept the dark tempest 

Stands up the tall palm. 

And steals through its fair crest 

A radiance calm. 

Come forth, O sweet spring tide. 
Come forth, ye fair flowers ; 
On every bright hillside 
Be beautiful bowers, — 
Blue violets tender 
With red roses bold. 
And white lilies slender 
Amid marigold. 

Exult, O ye mountains ; 
Ye valleys, reply ; 
Ring back, hills and fountains. 
The jubilant cry. 
All hail ! He is risen, 
And comes as He said. 
Triumphant from prison. 
Alive from the dead. 

Hymn of 13th century, translated by 

A. R. Thompson, D.D. 
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April 25. 

** Men see not the bright light which is in the clouds : but 
the wind passeth, and cleanseth them." — yob xxxvii. 21. 

To US the grand sequel is reserved for eternity. 
The grand development of the divine plan will not 
be fully accomplished till then. Faith must mean- 
while rest satisfied with what is baffling to sight 
and sense, and there is an undeveloped future in 
all God's dealings. There is an imseen " why and 
wherefore ** which cannot be answered here. Our 
befitting language now is that of simple confiding- 
ness. ** Shall not the Judge of all the earth do 

right?" 

Memories of Bethany. 

April 26. 

** They shall spring up as among the grass, as willows by the 
water courses." — Isa, xliv. 4. 

Lessons sweet of spring returning, 
Welcome to the thoughtful heart, 
May I call ye sense or learning — 
Instinct pure, or heaven-taught art ? 
Be your title what it may, 
Sweet the lengthening April day. 
While with you the soul is free 
Ranging over hill and lea. 

Needs no show of mountain hoary. 
Winding shore and deepening glen, 
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Where the landscape in its glory 
Teaches truth to wandering men. 
Give true hearts but earth and sky, 
And some flowers to bloom and die, 
Homely, scenes and simple views 
Lowly thoughts may best infuse. 

Keble. 

April 27. 

"Open Thou mine eyes, that I may behold wondrous things 
out of Thy law." — Ps, cxix. 18. 

Until God speaks to his heart within, man can- 
not comprehend the language He utters from every- 
thing about and above and beneath him. How 
beautiful to this effect the words of Tauler, " He 
who gazes long at the sun sees a sun impressed on 
every object to which he afterwards turns his eye, 
and it is the same with him who is much occupied 
with the contemplation of God." There are hours 
when we can stand in the bosom of nature and 
feel as if we were in a church, and a fresh doxology 
were gushing from every breast, so that we cannot 
choose but join the hymn, and are caught and 
borne along by the general flood of devotion. 

Open thy heart to God ; if He be there, 

The outspread world will be thy book of prayer. 

Tholuck. 
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April 28. 

** He shall come down like rain upon the mown grass : as 
showers that water the earth." — Ps, Ixxii. 6. 

White mists wreathing their soft breathing, 

Where the watercourses run ; 
From their hiding place are gliding 

Hanging dew-drops one by one, 

To be lighted by the sun. 

We too, kneeling for Thy healing, 
Pray Thy dews may fall apace 
In rich showers, that Thy flowers 
May uplift their morning face, 
Glistening with Thy freshest grace. 

May good angels with evangels 
Glad our slumbers by one gleam 

Of their covering white wings hovering 
Down the ladder of our dream. 
Soft the hardest pillow will seem. 

O Thou Solace for the weary, 
O Thou Rest for those that roam, 

Cloudless Sunshine for the dreary. 
For the homeless endless Home, 
To Thy waiting arms we come. 

By A Working Man. 
ic8 



April 29. 

** One of the least of these." — Matt, xxv. 40. 

** She hath done what she could." — Mark xiv. 8. 

The little firefly illuminating the darkness in the 
balmy plains of the south, is one of the tiniest lamps 
in God's magnificent temple of night; a mere 
glimmering spark compared with other and nobler 
altar fires in the same great sanctuary. But that 
insect does not refuse to rise on its wings of flame 
because unable to emit a greater amount of light ; 
it is content to shine with the lustre assigned to it 
in its humble place in the material economy, and 
the Creator is glorified thereby. . . The widow's 
mite and the cup of cold water are accepted, and 
the intention and desire would be accepted, if there 
were no mite and no cup to give. 

J. R. Macduff, D.D. 



April 30. 

** All Thy works praise Thee, O Lord."— i'j. cxlv. 10. 

Year after year His rains make fi-esh and green 
Lone wastes of prairie, where, as daylight goes, 

I^egions of bright-hued blossoms, all unseen, 
Their carven petals close. 
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Year after year, unnumbered forest leaves 
Expand and darken to their perfect prime, 

Each smallest growth its destiny achieves 
In His appointed time. 

Amid the strong recesses of the hills, 
Fixed by His word immutable and calm, 

The murmuring river all the silence fills 
With its unheeded psalm. 

The smallest Cloudlet wrecked in distant storms. 
That wanders homeless through the summer 
skies. 
Is reckoned in His purposes, and forms 
One of His argosies. 

Mary Rowles. 



May I. 

" Who passing through the valley of Baca [the weeping 
Tree*] make it a well." — Ps, Ixxxiv. 6. 

" Rejoice with them that do rejoice, and weep with hem 
that weep." — Rom, xii. 15. 

Gem of the grove 1 like a maiden fair. 
With thy silv'ry arms and thy golden hair, 
Thy palm-like stature,' and foliage free ; 
Not a tree in the woods can vie with thee, 

* See Thrupp on tlie Psalms, vol. ii. p. 72. 
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My birch with snowy stem ! 
From the laurel bank thou hast made thy spring, 
And hast grown such a light and fairy thing, 
That every gentle and joyous breeze. 
While it passes away from the other trees. 
Will fly to thy tresses bright, and please 

Itself by playing with them. 

And so, all through the sunny day, 
Thou hast ever a merry word to say, 
Or a graceful bow on the airy hill, 
For all that salute thy beauty. Still 

Thy glory is not here ; 
It is in the dark and gloomy hour, 
When the clouded skies their sorrows pour. 
Thy drooping branches then will show 
Thy form, as for sympathy, made in woe, 
And thy long, dark eye-lashes, bending low. 

Sheds each its pearly tear. 

Happy the emblem ! Teach me this, 
Purest enjoyment, and noblest bliss. 
In a world of losses and doubtful gains, 
Of some few pleasures, but sharper pains, 

As we climb life's rugged steeps — 
Our brother's emotions to make our own. 
And bid him feel he is not alone ; 
For his good, a smile, for his grief a moan ; 
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And, echoing back his ev'ry voice, 
To joy with him when he is made to rejoice, 
And weep with him when he weeps. 

H. V. T. 

May 2. 

"The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the 
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh, and 
whither it goeth."— 5^^» iii. 8. 

What music is smig to us, as day by day we 
watch the green leafage more and more overflow- 
ing the tangled branches, half revealing, half con- 
cealing, and thus showing all the more plainly their 
gracefulness till all is enveloped in a cloud of 
green. . . . As if it were a great -^olian harp, 
God gently touches this new creation, and calls 
forth a new ear music; His winds, which with 
weird moan have been sighing among the winter 
branches, answering to the boom of distant ocean 
waves or the roar of mountain torrent, now murmur 
among these trembling leaves with a song of glad- 
ness, in harmony with the ripple of the dancing 
brook. 

The voice of the love of God can be fully heard 
only through Jesus Christ. Some of its under- 
tones we may hear in this impatient, time of 

bursting bud-life. 

Rev. a. Paton. 
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May 3. 

"Until the daybreak, and the shadows flee away." — 

Cant, iv. 6. 

" Sleep on, beloved, sleep and take thy rest, 
Lay -down thy head upon thy Saviour's breast ; 
We love thee well, but Jesus loves thee best. 

Goodnight 
Until the shadow from this earth is cast. 
Until He gathers in His sheaves at last, 
Until the twilight gloom is overpast, 

Goodnight. 
Until the Easter glory lights the skies. 
Until the dead in Jesus shall arise, 
And He shall come, but not in lowly guise, 

Goodnight. 
Until, made beautiful by love divine, 
Thou in the likeness of Thy Lord shall shine. 
And He shall bring that golden crown of thine, 

Goodnight. 

Only " Good night " beloved, not farewell ! 

A little while and all His saints shall dwell 

In hallowed union indivisible. 

Goodnight. 

Until we meet again before His throne. 
Clothed in the spotless robes He gives His own. 
Until we know, even as we are known. 

Good night. 

Anon. 
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May 4. 

"Yea doubtless, and I count all things but loss for the 
excellency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus my Lord." 
—PhU. iu. 8. 

It is said of one of the great Venetian painters, 

that, when completing a picture of the marriage in 

Cana of Galilee, in which the adorable Redeemer 

was to form the central and prominent figure, he 

observed some golden cups and goblets introduced 

in the foreground, which served to divert the eye 

from the main Personage. He immediately took 

his brush and erased them from the canvas. The 

incident has been beautifully used by a well-known 

writer to describe and illustrate the place which 

Christ, and Him crucified, should have in the 

believer's creed and the believer's heart Let it 

stand out by itself in solitary power and grandeur. 

Let nothing be suffered to detract from it Let all 

other accessories be subordinate. Let them serve 

only to bring into bolder and grander relief Him 

who is " the chiefest among ten thousand, and 

altogether lovely." 

St. Paul in Rome. 

May 5. 

** And after the fire, a sHll small voice"— i Kings xix. 12. 

The village bells, with silver chime, 
Come softened by the distant shore ; 
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Though I have heard them many a time, 
They never rung so sweet before. 

A silence rests upon the hill, 
A listening awe pervades the air, 

The very flowers are shut and still. 
And bowed as if in prayer. 

And in this hushed and breathless close, 
O'er earth, and air, and sky, and sea, 
That still low voice in silence goes. 

Which speaks alone, great God ! of Thee. 
The whispering leaves, the far-off brook. 

The linnet's warble fainter grown. 
The hive-bound bee, the lonely rook, — 

All these their Maker own. 

Thomas Miller. 



May 6. 

'* The Lord is faithful, who shall stablish you, and keep you 

from evil." — 2 Thess, iii. 3. 

One thing is quite certain, that God nowhere 
promises to keep us from what the world calls 
" evil." The children of God are not exempt from 
any of the trials which befall the lot of others. How 
then is the promise fulfilled? In this way. He 
sanctifies the trial. He keeps the soul peaceful and 

"5 



the spirit submissive. Then the golden chain com- 
mences. Its links begin to be formed. " Tribu- 
lation worketh patience ; and patience, experience ; 
and experience, hope : and hope maketh not 
ashamed j because the love of God is shed abroad 
in our hearts by the Holy Ghost which is given 
unto us " {I^om. v. 3, 4, 5). 

Loving Counsels. 



May 7. 

** Thy dead men shall live." — Isa, xxvi. 19. 
** I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me.'*- 
2 Sam, xii. 23. 

" So shall we ever be with the Lord." — i Tkess, iv. 17. 

Talk not of buried memories ; 
The dead are living with the living God ; 
And if at times we speak of them as " lost/' 
Lost, only as the orb is lost behind 
The visible horizon, there to light 
Some other segment of the universe. 
Lost, only as the stars are lost in blaze 
Of glorious day. Lost, as the drop of dew 
Surrenders its bright gem, to be absorbed 
In the resplendence of the parent sun. 

Wells of Baca. 
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May 8. 

"He hath made everything beautiful in his time."— 
Eccles, iii. ii. 

** His beauty shall be as the olive tree." — ffos. xiv. 6. 

"Let the beauty of the Lord our God be upon us." — 
Ps, xc. 17. 

Never lose an opportunity of seeing anything 
beautiful Beauty is God's handwriting j a way- 
side sacrament ; welcome it in every fair face, 
every fair sky, every fair flower, and thank for it 
Him, the fountain of all loveliness, and drink it in 
simply and earnestly with all your eyes — it is a 
charmed draught, a cup of blessing. 

Canon Kingsley. 



May 9. 

"Take therefore no thought for the morrow: for the 
morrow shall take thought for the things of itself. Sufficient 
unto the day is the evil thereof." — Matt. vi. 34. 

" Be careful for nothing." — FhU, iv. 6. 

One evening, when Luther saw a little bird 
perched on a tree to roost there for the night, he 
said, "This little bird has had its supper, and 
now it is getting ready to go to sleep here, quite 
secure and content, never troubling itself what its 
food will be, or where its lodging on the morrow. 
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Like David, it 'abides under the shadow of the 
Almighty.' It sits on its little twig content, and 
lets God take care. 

Watchwords for the Warfare of Life. 

May to. 

** I will bring the blind by a way that they knew not ; . . . 
I will make darkness light before them, and crooked things 
straight. These things will I do unto them, and not forsake 
them." — Isa* xlii. 1 6. 

The way is dark, my Father, cloud on cloud 
Is gathering thickly o'er my head, and loud 
The thunders roar above me. See, I stand 
Like one bewildered ! Father, take my hand, 

And through the gloom 

Lead safely home 
Thy child. 

The Gracious Answer. 

The way is dark, My child, but leads to light ; 
I would not always have thee walk by sight ; 
My dealings now thou canst not understand, 
I meant it so ; but I will take thy hand. 
And through the gloom 
Lead safely home 
My child ! 

The Changed Cross. 
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May II. 

** The stars in their courses fought against Sisera." — 
Judges V. 20. 

" Thy mercy, O Lord, is in the heavens ; and thy faithful- 
ness reacheth unto the clouds." — Ps, xxxvi. 5. 

A disaster means a blow from an evil star. There 
is no such word in the vocabulary of the Chris- 
tian's heart. He looks above the stars, and finds a 
Providence there; and he knows that all things 
work together for good to those who love God. 

Life and Work. 

May 12. 

** Yea, thou shalt take thy rest in safety."— 5^^ xi. 18. 
** Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give thee a crown 
oflife."— ^«^. ii. 10. 

Safe upon the heavenly shore, 

Done with pain for evermore, 

Weariness and weakness o'er. 

Up yonder. 

Never billows buffet there. 
Never wild wind sweeping bare, 
It is endless summer there, 

Up yonder. 

Gain for them that suffered loss. 
Crowns for them that bore the cross, 
And a calm for hearts that toss. 

Up yonder. 
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Nevermore to feel a fear, 
Nevermore to shed a tear, 
Better far than ever here, 

Up yonder. 

Restful Rhythms. 



May 13. 

" When that which is perfect is come, then that which is 
in part shall be done away." — i Cor. xiii. 10. 

" In summer and in winter shall it be.*' — Zech, xiv. 8. 

Yet sweeter under English skies 

The green-veined snowdrops early rise, 

The secret violet's breath ; 
Sweeter the cowslips on the lawn, 
That tell of Winter's fury gone, 

And life come after death. 

The splendour of long Summer days. 
The calm of Autumn's slanting rays. 

The songs and flowers of Spring ; 
The social joys of Winter nights. 
All shall be blent in Heaven's delights. 

Earth's maker is Heaven's King. 

Songs of Heaven and Home. 
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May 14. 

** Nevertheless the Lord stood by me, and strengthened 

me." — 2 Tim, iv. 17. 

In the tumults and revolutions ot grief, I knew 

that my Redeemer lived, and that He was with 

me to comfort me. I have seen trials and troubles 

of various kinds in my life; and I bear witness 

that there was never a time when I needed help 

that He was not by my side to help me. And I 

have no sort of doubt that Christ will stand by me 

to the end, and conduct me through the gate of 

death to eternal life. And no man shall move me 

from my faith in Him. 

Royal Truths. 

May 15. 

** I will cause the shower to come down in his season ; 
there shall be showers of blessing.'* — Ezek, xxxiv. 26. 

Down, down the vale of years 

Bloweth Life's stream, 
Rippling with hopes and fears, 
Chequered with smiles and tears. 

Shadow and gleam. 
Now shines the morning wave, 

Bright 'neath joy's sunny ray ; 
Now falls a shadow grave. 
Darkening Life's day ! 

Yet, Christian, hope ! 
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Soon, soon the cloud that lowers 
Darkly overspread, 
Herald of sunlit hours, 
Shall burst in golden showers 

Over thy head ! 
Let not thy faith be dim. 

Let not thy hope be small. 
Place thou thy trust in Him 
Who ruleth all. 

Yes, Christian, trust ! 

Harps of Zion. 



May 1 6. 

** Absent from the body, present with the Lord.*' — 

2 Cor, V. 8. 

Death is the portal and portico of " our Father's 
house." As we stand under the porch, the arch- 
way over our head projects a shadow. We are for 
a moment out of life's sunshine. But the next, the 
door opens, and better than the blaze of earthly 
sun is ours. The darkness is past, and the true 
light shineth 1 

The Shepherd and His Flock. 

122 



May 17. 

*'I will be as the dew unto Israel.'* — ^os. xiv. 5. 

Softly it falls on the grass new-mown 
And crushed by the mower's foot, 

The widowed grass, with flower gone 
And nothing left but the root. 

Softly it falls on the lowliest weed 

By the forest wayside found, 
As on fragrant flowers that all men heed 

In a royal garden ground. 

And not for the seed and plant alone 

Does it come each day anew, 
But to show to man the love of One 

Who saith, " I am as the dew." 

But it oft complains, " His love, alas ! 

Is but partly seen in me, 
For if He cares so much for the grass. 

Then how much more for thee." 

Anon. 

May 18. 

"Casting all your care upon Him; for He careth for you." 

—I Pet, V. 7. 

It suffices to be as little children in God's hands, 
and to surrender ourselves to Him. It is not 
courage that we need ; it is something at once less 
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than courage, and at the same time higher : less in 
the eyes of even virtuous men, far higher in the 
eyes of those who judge by pure faith. It is that 
weakness of self which casts all upon the mighty 
strength of God. " When I am weak, then am J 
strong: I can do all things, through Christ who 
strengtheneth me^ 

Christian Counsels. 



May 19. 

**He led them forth by the right way, that they might go 
to a city of habitation. " — Ps, cvii. 7. 

As God leads, I am content, 

He will take care ; 
All things by His will are sent 

That I must bear. 
To Him I take my fear, 
My wishes while I'm here, 
The way will all seem clear 

When I am there ! 

• 

As God leads me, it is mine 

To follow Him. 
Soon all shall wonderfully shine 

Which now seems dim, 
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Fulfilled be His decree ! 
What He shall choose for me, 
That shall my portion be, 
Up to the brim. 

Gedicke. 

May 20. 

" Every several gate was of one pearl." — Rev, xxi. 21. 

Is it death that is here called a gate of pearl ? 
Perhaps we call death all the dark names we 
usually give it, because we are looking at it on the 
wrong side. And the redeemed, who know it as 
bringing friends and admitting to all delights, call 
it " The gate of pearl." 

Rev. Richard Glover. 

May 21. 

* * Now we see through a glass darkly but then face to 
face." — I Cor, xiii. 12. 

"Faith is the substance of things hoped for, the evidence 
of things not seen." — Heb, xi. i. 

What need of faith, if all were visibly clear ? 

'Tis for the trial time that this was given. 
Though clouds be thick, its sun is just as near. 
And faith will find Him in the heart of Heaven. 

Later Lyrics. 
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May 22. 

" Yea, I have loved thee with an everlasting love : there- 
fore with lovingkindness have I drawn thee." — y^.xxxl 3. 

When we have come to understand the reason 
why we live, and distinctly perceive the aim and 
end of our existence here on earth, it is a pleasant 
task to trace back the path by which the Divine 
Goodness conducted us, and to observe that it was 
all wisdom and love. 

" TAou hast loved me with an everlasting love^^ 
for Thy love is older than my life. Before the 
world was created, Thou didst call me by name. 
. . . Oh, what confidence, what fortitude, what 
magnanimity are inspired by the thought that I 
too was thought of in this world of God, and that 
for me among the rest it was prepared. Brave 
and determined does the soldier enter the conflict 
when he knows for certain that the general whose 
eye surveys the field has reckoned upon him also 
being at his post Even though he falls, he knows 
he is in his right place. Like him, I too know 
that He, whose eye of affection overlooks the uni- 
verse, has assigned to me my station, and traced 
out for me my path. Onwards I march, through 
perpetual vicissitudes of brightness and gloom, 
and the issue is as yet hidden from my view 
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But the eye that knows no change beholds it from 
eternity to eternity in a light that is ever the same. 

Anon. 

May 23. 

* * They desire a better country, that is, an heavenly.*' — 
Heb, xi. 16. 

**On either side of the river, was there the tree of life, 
which bare twelve manner of fruits." — Rev, xxii, 2. 

Once in beautiful weather in May, Luther said, 
" What a picture of the Resurrection ! 

" See how the trees are arrayed for their bridal I 
How delightfully all is growing green 1 What a 
precious May ! Oh that we could only trust God ; 
and rely on His faithfulness 1 What will it be in the 
life beyond, if God can show us, as He is doing 
unceasingly from day to day, and from hour to 
hour, such delights in this pilgrimage, and this 
troubled life?" 

Watchwords for the Warfare of Life. 

May 24. 

** The Lord is good unto them that wait for Him, to the soul 
that seeketh Him." — Lam, iii. 25. 

A very aged man in an almshouse was asked 
what he was doing. He replied, " Only waiting." 

Only waiting till the shadows 
Are a little longer grown ; 
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Only waiting till the glimmer 
Of the day's last beam is flown, 
Till the night of earth has faded, 
Till the stars of heaven are breaking 
Through the twilight soft and grey, 
Then from out the gathering darkness 
Holy deathless stars shall rise, 
By whose light my soul shall gladly 
Tread its pathway to the skies. 

Anon. 

May 25. 

** He hath said, I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee." — 

Heb, xiiL 5. 

A cold shadow at times may fall athwart his 
sunlit path, tempting him to doubt the faithfulness 
of God's promises. Let him trust that inviolable 
unforgetting Love. Like Ezekiel's monster wheels, 
God's providences may be often baffling, but they 
are "full of eyes :" — the eyes of love and wisdom 
and power ; and in their complex evolutions and 
revolutions they are worl^ing some grand end for 
His own glory and for His peoples' good. All else 
may perish, all else may prove faithless. . . . 
The golden prop on which we leaned may give 
way, the tree under whose shadow we sat,- may 
have its roots undermined by the stream, smiles 
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may be merged into frowns, and love into cold 
hatred. " They may forget, yet," says, Jehovah, 
will i not forget thee. 

Anon. 

May 26. 

* * A man's heart deviseth his way : but the Lord directeth 

his steps." — Prov, xvi. 9. 

What though before me it is dark, 

Too dark for me to see ? 
I ask for light for one step more, 

'Tis quite enough for me. 

Each little humble step I take. 
The gloom clears from the next \ 

So, though 'tis very dark beyond, 
I never am perplexed. 

And if sometimes the mist hangs close,] 

So close I fear to stray. 
Patient, I wait a little while. 

And soon it clears away. 

Leaflets. 

May 27. 

** He restoreth my sotil : He leadeth me in the paths of 
righteousness for His name's sake." — Ps» xxiii. 3. 

It is an unquestionable experience in every 
sphere, that to enable a man to walk in the green 
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pastures and beside the still waters, you must 
first restore his soul. Omit this part of the pro- 
cess, and no pasturage will be green, and no wa- 
ters quiet A soul which is in unrest cannot find 
rest by looking without But let the rest first be 
imparted to the soul, and it will impart itself to 
its outward surroundings. It matters not what 
these surroundings be, Christianity shows us Christ 
under the immediate shadow of the cross ; and 
never is the inward rest more calm than when 
fronting this climax of outward sorrow. 

Rev. George Matheson, D.D. 

May 28. 

"The earth is full of the goodness of the Lord." — 

Ps, xxxiii. 5. 

Those emerald fields, 

And crested hills, and undulating slopes ; 

The shady groves, where pendent foxgloves rang 

Their chime of forest bells ; and buttercups 

In showers of golden rain bedecked the mead ; 

Or graceful in their bridal beauty waved 

The birchen tresses : softly murmuring streams 

That lulled asleep the wild-flowers in the dell 

With the glad ripple of their evensong ; 

The purple glow of sunset flushing o'er 

The western sky. 

♦ * » * 

130 



Each is a glorious page 
In the great picture-book of nature's God, 
Proclaiming that " the Lord is good to all, 
His tender mercies are o'er all His works. " 

Wells of Baca. 

May 29. 

** He giveth to the beast his food, and to the young ravens 
which cry." — Ps, cxlvii. 

"These wait all upon Thee ; that Thou mayest give them 
their meat in due season. That Thou givest them they 
gather : Thou openest Thine hand, they are fiUed with good." 
—Ps, civ. 27, 28. 

" AU Thy works shall praise Thee, O Lord ; and Thy saints 
shall bless Thee.'* — Ps, cxlv. 10. 

The birds are singing, " Come, behold 
Our Sabbath morn all bathed in gold, 
Pouring his calm celestial light 
Among the flowers so sweet and bright." 

The humblest flower, the tiniest creature 

That creeps, or swims, or flies, 
Joins with the mightier forms of nature 

To attest that God is wise. 
The blessing with the sunshine given 

Wakes joy in field or grove ; 
Heaven speaks to earth, and earth to heaven 

Makes answer, — God is lave. 



In rose-time or in berry-time, 

When ripe seeds fall, or birds peep out, 
When green the turf or white the rime. 

There's something to be glad about. 
And when the bare rocks shut me in, 

When not a blade of grass will grow, 
My happy fancies soon begin 

To warble music, rich and low. 

Anon. 

May 30. 

** Who for the joy that was set before Him endured the 
cross, despising the shame, and is set down at the right hand 
of the throne of God," — Heb, xil 2. 

Still to Thee whose love unbounded 
Sorrow's depths for us hast sounded, 

Perfected by conflicts sore : — 
Honoured be Thy cross for ever ; 
Star that points our high endeavour 

Whither Thou hast gone before. 

T. H. Hedge. 

May 31. 

" Whosoever shall call [on the name of the Lord shall be 

saved.*' — Acts ii. 21. 

Nothing can be more simple. Every one can 
understand it It is an absolute promise on which 
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we may rely. The day will come when the sua 
which shines in the heavens shall be turned into 
darkness, when the silver light of the moon shall 
grow dim, when the stars shall appear to fall from 
heaven ; but not one jot or one tittle of God's holy 
word shall ever fail. Heaven and earth shall pass 
away, but His word shall not pass away. When 
we get hold of a promise like this, — simple, plain, 
absolute, — and rest our souls upon it, our faith has a 
firm foundation, and peace will be the result. . . . 
Can you believe these words ? Do you trust them ? 
Then cast yourself upon them as a ground of hope, 
a title-deed, so to say, to the heavenly inheritance. 
God's promise of salvation through Christ, - as 
oflfered in His wotd, is our title-deed to everlasting 
life. We are to believe it and to lean upon it. It 
does not depend on owr feelings — upon the degree 
of our love or the depth of our repentance j it 
depends on God's faithfulness, on His unfailing 
word and promise. 

Rev. Thomas Vores. 

June i. 

"The precious things of the lasting hills." — Deut xxxiii. 15. 
** The flowers appear on the earth." — Cant, ii. 12. 

I shall never be a child. 
With its dancing footstep wild, 
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Nor a freefooted maiden any more ; 

Yet my heart leaps up to see 

The new leaf upon the tree, 
And to hear the light winds pass 
O'er the flowers in the grass, 

And for very joy brims o'er, 

As I kneel and pluck this store 
Of blue gentian. 

I shall never climb thy peak, 
Great white Alp, that cannot speak 

Of the cent'ries that float over thee like dreams, 
Dumb of all God's secret things, 
Sealed to beggars and to kings ; 

Yet I sit in a world of sight — 

Colour, beauty, sound, and light. 
While at every step meseems 
Small sweet joys spring up hke gleams 
Of blue gentian. 

I shall not live o'er again 

This strange life, half bliss, half pain ; 
I shall sleep till Thou calPst me to arise, 

Body and soul, with new-born powers. 

If Thou wakenest these poor flowers, 
Wilt Thou not awaken me, 
Who am thirsting after Thee ? 
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Ah, when faith grows dim and dies, 
Let me think of Alpine skies 
And blue gentian. 

By the Author of "John Halifax." 



June 2. 

** Clouds and darkness are round about Him : righteous- 
ness and judgment are the habitation of His throne." — 
Ps, xcvii 2. 

The path is unknown to me, and the clouds 
have stolen my view ; but the clouds are only be- 
fore me, the habitation of Thy throne is behind 
me, and there is glory coming in the rear. 

Let me read the shadows by the radiance from 
Thy throne. 



In the shadows will I praise Thee, O my God ! 
They are love because Thou art love. They are 
not the frown of the storm-cloud, but the haze of 
the summer morning, predicting the warmth of the 
coming day; and I know when I see them that not 
far remote is the burning glory of Thy luminous 
throne. 

Rev. Dr. Matheson. 
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June 3. 

** The heavens declare the glory of God," — Ps, xix. i. 

"Praise the Lord from the earth, ye dragons, and all 
deeps." — Ps. cxlviii. 7. 

" Let everything that hath breath praise the Lord. Praise 
ye the Lord.'* — Ps, cl. 6. 

Praise Him, ye mists which on mountain-tops 
hoary, 

Like white wings of cherub the rock-clefts enfold ; 
Praise Him, ye sunset clouds, piled in your glory, 

Resplendent with amber, vermilion, and gold. 

Praise Him, oh, praise Him, ye deeps with your 
wonders. 
Discourse of His greatness to earth's farthest 
shore ; 
In lullaby ripples, in hoarse booming thunders. 
In stillness and storm, lend your voice and adore ! 

All Nature, arise ! the vast anthem intoning, 
And from your wide storehouse a tribute-lay bring \ 

No voice can be silent ; let all join in owning 
Jehovah as Maker, Redeemer, and King. 

Gates of Praise. 

June 4. 

*'By the sadness of the countenance the heart is made 
better.'* — Eccles. vii 3. 

" In the night His song shall be with me." — Ps, xlii. 8. 

Everything is so calm, so peaceful \ why is not 
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man's throbbing heart equally calm ? Why do we 
not always sing with the birds, and shine with the 
sun, and laugh with the streams, and play with the 
breeze ? It is, I suppose, because much sorrow 
must belong to man ere he can receive much joy. 
Yet, when the true life is in us, there is always a 
sweet under-song of joy in the heart ; but it is 
sometimes unheard amid the strong hurricane. 

Dr. Norman Macleod. 

June 5. 

** Who coverest Thyself with light as with a garment." — 
Ps, civ. 2. 

** Thus saith the high and lofty One that inhabiteth eter- 
nity, whose name is Holy ; I dwell in the high and holy 
place, with him also that is of a contrite and humble spirit, 
to revive the spirit of the humble, and to revive the heart of 
the contrite ones." — Isa, Ivii. 15. 

It is His presence that diffuses charms 
Unspeakable, o'er mountain, wood, and stream ; 
To think that He who hears the heavenly choir 
Hearkens complacent to the woodland song ; 
To think that He who rolls yon solar sphere 
Uplifts the warbling songster to the sky ; 
To mark His presence in the mighty bow 
That spans the clouds ; . . . 
. . . To hear His awful voice 
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In thunders speak, and whisper in. the gale ; 
To know and feel His care for all that lives ; — 
'Tis this that makes the barren waste appear 
A paradise, each grove a paradise. 

Grahame. 

June 6. 

** Thy kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and Thy do- 
minion endureth throughout all generations. The Lord up- 
holdeth all that fall, and raiseth up all those that be bowed 
down." — Ps. cxlv. 13, 14. 

Pray night and day, very quietly, like a little 
weary child, to the good and loving God, for every- 
thing you want, in body as well as soul, the least 
thing as well as the greatest. Nothing is too much 
to ask God for, and nothing too great for Him to 
grant ; and try to thank Him for everything : 
" Glory be to Thee, O Lord." ... In the 
forest, every branch and leaf, with the thousand 
living things which cluster on them, all worship with 
us. That is no metaphor, in which the Psalmist 
calls on all things to praise God, from the monsters 
of the deep to "worms and feathered fowls." 
They are all witnesses of God, and every emotion 
of pleasure which they feel, is an act of praise to 
Him. 

Canon Kingsley, 
138 



June 7. 

** I do set My bow in the cloud," — Gen, ix. 13. 

Fraught with a transient frozen shower, 
If a cloud should haply lour, 
Sailing o'er the landscape dark, 
Mute on a sudden is the lark. 
But when gleams the sun again 
O'er the pearl-besprinkled plain, 
And from behind his watery veil 
Looks through the thin descending hail. 
She mounts, and, lessening to the sight, 
Salutes the blithe return of light, 
And high her tuneful track pursues 
'Mid the dim rainbow's scattered hues. 

Dr. Warton. 

June 8. 

** Speak, Lord; for Thy servant heareth." — i Sam, iii. 9. 

" Speak, Lord," through all Thy outer works, 
from the minutest to the mightiest. " Speak, Lord," 
through every daisy that opens its red lips to the 
morning sun ; through the tender loveliness of the 
lily and the rose, through every wayside flower 
and every song of bird. " Speak, Lord," through 
the mountain's grandeur and the valley's rest; 
through the ripple of the brook and the sound of 
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many waters. " Speak, Lord," and Thy servants 
will hear of Thy beauty, Thy majesty, and Thy 
love. 

"Speak, Lord," for Thou only canst whisper 
peace amidst our moral storms, and command 
stillness amidst our spiritual tumults. "Speak, 
Lord," Thy Spirit witnessing with our spirits that 
we are Thy children. " Speak, Lord," for our 
deepest happiness, our highest earthly good, is, 
like the child of Shiloh, to listen and to obey. 
Yea, " speak. Lord," if Thou wiliest, when life's 
lamps have gone out. "Speak, Lord," amid the 
darkness and the silence, the loneliness and the 
mystery of deeper than any earthly night. " Speak, 
Lord," till the night be ended, and until the break- 
ing of the day ; that so, to us, the world and life 
and death may be the house of God and the gate 
of heaven. 

A. S. M. 

June 9. 

" For Thou, Lord, hast made me glad through Thy work : 
I will triumph in the works of Thy hands." — Ps, xcii. 4. 

Ye matin worshippers, who, bending lowly 

Before the uprisen sun, — God's Udless eye, — 
Throw from your chalices a sweet and holy 

Incense on high ! 
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'Neath cloistered boughs, each floral bell that 
swingeth, 
And tolls its perfume on the passing air, 
Makes Sabbath in the fields, and ever ringeth 

A call to prayer. 

Your voiceless lips, O flowers, are living preachers; 

Each cup a pulpit, and each leaf a book. 
Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 

From lonehest nook. 

Were I, O God, in churchless lands remaining. 

Far from all voice of teachers or divines. 
My soul would find in flowers of Thy ordaining 

Priests, sermons, shrines. 

Horace Smith. 

June io. 

** Blessed be the Lord, because He hath heard the voice of 
my supplications. The Lord is my strength and my shield ; 
my heart trusted in Him, and I am helped : therefore my 
heart greatly rejoiceth." — Ps, xxviii. 6, 7. 

One single ray on the wall of the prisoner's 

dungeon speaks of fields, of trees, of birds, and of 

the whole blue heavens ! So is it often in life. It 

is in the power of one blessed thought in a truly 

Christian heart to send light and joy for hours and 

days. 

Summer of the Soul. 
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June ii. 

** Who hath despised the day of small things ? ** — Zech, iv. lo. 

" Sun ! " said the rose, 
" Out of the snows, 
Out of the frost's black prison, 
I have arisen : 
Thy look, thy light. 
Brought me to life's delight; 
. What shall I give to thee ? 
The blood-red colour of my breast, 
My tender blush, my creamy vest. 
My golden cup, lifted up, 
The beauty bom of thee 
In splendid mystery. 
Drawn upward from the sod ; 
I offer this to thee." 

" What shall I give to thee ? " 

The heaven-blue violet said. 

"Take these odours, shed 
Out of my dreaming heart. 
For my sweet part of gift and blessing. 

For thy caressing. 

My very breath, O Sun, 

For this that thou hast done : 

For life and living. 

For joy of giving, 

I offer this to thee." 
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"And I, he bade me live, 

What can I give ? " 
The green grass sighed 
From far and wide. 
Not hues divine 
Nor fragrance mine ; 
No glory can I yield, 
Who clothe the common field 
And feed the lowing herds. 
Or nest the little birds. 
Or, grown full tall and lithe, 
Fall low before the scythe — 
Sweet breath nor splendid dress. 
But my poor usefulness ; 

All that I have, 

A grateful slave, 

Sun and Lord, to Thee 

1 offer joyfully." 

Rose Terry Cooke. 

June 12. 

*• The earth was full of His praise.** — Hab, iii. 3. 
" Beloved, if God so loved us, we ought also to love one 
another.** — i John iv. 1 1. 

The leaf tongues of the forest, the flower lips of 

the sod, 
The happy birds that hymn their rapture in the 

ears of God ; 
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The summer wind that bringeth music over land 

and sea, 
Have each a voice that singeth this sweet song 

of songs to me, 
The world is full of beauty, like other worlds 

above, 
And if we do our duty it might be full of love. 

Massey. 

June 13. 

** Whither shall I flee from Thy presence?" — Ps, cxxxix. 7. 

To some of us, this glorious frame has not ap- 
peared a dead mechanic mass, but a living whole^ 
instinct with spiritual life ; and in the beauty which 
we see around us in Nature's face, we have felt the 
smile of a Spiritual Being, as we feel the smile of 
our friend, adding light and lustre to his counte- 
nance. I still indulge this fancy, or, if you will, 
this superstition. Still, as of old, I feel (to use the 
familiar language of our great poet of Nature) — 

A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts : a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused. 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns. 
And the round ocean and the living air, 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man 
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A motion, and a spirit, that impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 

And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still 

A lover of the meadows and the woods 

And mountains, and of all that we behold 

From this green earth ; of all the mighty world 

Of eye and ear. 

Edward Fry. 

June 14. 

** Restore unto me the joy of Thy salvation." — Ps. li. 12. 
" He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof 
are still.** — Ps. evil. 29. 

You have seen, when the rain and the storm had 
spent their fury on some landscape; when the 
thunder- cloud had passed, and blue vistas had 
again opened in the sky, and the sun had shone 
forth, silvering the dripping branches — ^how the 
woodland grove rang with the song of birds ; — all 
the sweeter and more gladsome seemed the notes 
of music, succeeding the gloom which had so long 
repressed them. Such is the image of the happi- 
ness and joy of the soul in the hour of its restora- 
tion ; on being brought up from the miry clay and 
again set on the Rock of Ages. " O' Lord, open 
Thou my lips, and my mouth shall show forth Thy 

praise ! " 

Anon. 
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June 15. 

" Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow ; they 
toil not, neither do they spin : and yet I say unto you, that 
even Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of 
these." — MatU vi. 28, 29. 

Not a flower, 
But shows some touch, in freckle, streak, or stain, 
Of His unrivalled pencil. He inspires 
Their balmy odours, and imparts their hues. 
And bathes their eyes with nectar, and includes 
In grains, as countless as the seaside sands, 
The forms with which He sprinkles all the earth : 
Happy who walks with Him ! whom what he finds 
Of flavour or of scent in fruit or flower. 
Of what he views of beautiful or grand 
In nature, from the broad majestic oak 
To the green blade that twinkles in the sun, 
Prompts with remembrance of a present God. 

COWPER. 

June 16. 

** And the leaves of the tree were for the healing of the 
nations." — Rev* xxii. 2. 

The Bible is a revelation of God ; and the core 
and centre of God's revelation is Christ crucified. 
Many other subjects are treated in the Bible be- 
sides this ; but this is really the pith and marrow 
of all ; this wraps up in itself the whole compass 
of edification. In the Book of the Revelation we 
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read of " the Tree of Life," which bare twelve man- 
ner of fruits, and the very leaves of which " were 
for the healing of the nations." It is the Passion- 
tree, or cross of the Lord Jesus, which, planted by 
faith in the hearts of His followers, brings forth 
there all the fruits of the Spirit, and even the leaves 
of which (every slight circumstance of it, which 
apparently might be detached without injury to the 
stem) are medicinal to the soul. 

Dean Goulburn. 

June 17. 

*' Blessed are the poor in spirit : for theirs is the kingdom 
of heaven." — Matt, v. 3. 

A little flower so lowly grew. 

So lonely was it left. 
That heaven looked like an eye of blue 

Down in its rocky cleft. 

What could the little flower do 

In such a lonesome place, 
But try to reach that eye of blue. 

And climb to see heaven's face ? 

And there's no life so lone and low. 
But strength may still be given. 

From narrowest lot on earth, to grow 
The straighter up to heaven. 

Good Words. 
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June i8. 

** God : who maketh grass to grow upon the mountains."— 

Ps, cxlvii. 7, 8. 

I take the expression to denote, not that God 
causes the springing of the grass in the mere sense 
of having originally settled the laws and order of 
processes of vegetation ; but that He even acts 
through the mechanism, as it were, of the seed and 
the soil. And if there were not this immediate 
presence and agency of God, verdure would no 
more mantle the mountains than would the ma- 
chine yield its appointed results, were there no 
human artificer to set it at work. . . . Think 
of God as actually training every star, and moving 
it along its magnificent march — ^as rearing each 
tree, each flower, weaving the leaves and arranging 
the blossoms — as nurtiuring every living thing — 
moving in every inhabitant of the earth, in the fowl 
of the air and the fish of the sea — ^producing what- 
soever is yielded above, around, beneath — breath- 
ing in every gale, shining in every ray. 

Henry Melvill, B.D. 

June 19. 

"Even the yery hairs of your head are all numbered. 
Fear not therefore.** — Luke xii. 7. 

** He hath looked down from the height of His sanctuary; 
from heaven did the Lord behold the earth.** — Ps* cii. 19. 
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** The Lord is good to all : and His tender mercies are 
over all His, works."— iV. cxlv. 9. 

The insect that with puny wing 
Just shoots along one summer ray ; 
The flow'ret which the breath of spring 
Wakes into life for half a day ; 
The smallest mote, the tenderest hair, 
All feel our heavenly Father's care. 

E'en from the glories of His throne 
He bends to view this earthly ball ; 
Sees all as if that all were one, 
Loves one as if that one were all ; 
Rolls the swift planets in their spheres, 
And counts the sinner's lonely tears. 

Cunningham. 

June 20. 

" O how great is Thy goodness, which Thou hast laid up 
for them that fear Thee ; which Thou hast wrought for them 
that trust in Thee before the sons of men.** — Ps, xxxi. 19. 

** I will trust, and not be afraid." — Isa. xii. 2. 

Despair not in the vale of woe, 

Where many joys from suflfering flow. 

Oft breathes simoom — and close behind 

A breath of God doth softly blow. 

Clouds threaten — but a ray of light, 

And not of lightning, falls below. 
***** 
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Trust in that veiled hand, which leads 
None by the path that he would go. 
Stand fast in suffering, until He 
Who called it shall dismiss also. 
And from that Lord all good expect. 
Who many mercies strews below, 
Who in life's narrow garden strip 
Has bid delights unnumbered flow. 

Archbishop Trench. 

June 21. 

**A merry heart doeth good like a medicine." — Prov, 
xvii. 22. 

** God has made sunny spots in the heart : why should we 
exclude the light from them." — Haliburton, 

The sun is careering in glory and might 

'Mid the deep blue sky and the clouds so bright ; 

The billow is tossing its foam on high, 

And the summer breezes go lightly by ; 

The air and the water dance, glitter, and play ; 

And why should not I be as merry as they ? 

The linnet is singing the wild wold through. 
The fawn's bounding footsteps skim over the dew. 
The butterfly flits round the blossoming tree, 
And the cowslip and bluebell are beat by the bee ; 
All the creatures that dwell in the forest are gay. 
And why should not I be as merry as they ? 

Miss Mitford. 
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June 22. 
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I delight to do Thy will, O my God : yea, Thy law is 
within my heart." — Ps, xl. 8. 

**Trast in Him at all times; ye people, pour out your 
heart before Him : God is a refuge for us." — Fs. Ixii. 8. 

A heart rejoicing in God, delights in all His 
will, and is most surely provided to the most firm 
joy in all estates ; for if nothing can come to pass 
beside or against His will, then cannot that soul 
be vexed that delights in Him and hath no will 
but His, but follows Him in all times and in all 
estates, not only when He shines bright on them, 
but when they are clouded. That flower that 
follows the sun, doth so even in cloudy days, 
when it doth not shine forth, yet it follows the 
hidden course and motion of it ; so the soul that 
moves after God, keeps that course when He hides 
His face, is content, yea glad, at His will, in all 
estates, conditions, or events. 

Leighton. 



June 23. 

**The lily among thorns." — Cant ii. 2. 
** They shall abundantly utter the memory of Thy great 
goodness, and shall sing of Thy righteousness." — Ps. cxlv. 7. 

The sweetest rose 

Has a sharp thorn near ; 
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The brightest smile 
Is chased by a tear ; 
Bitter and sweet, 'tis ever here. 

Each day with its care 
Brings comfort too, 
Like a clouded sky ^ 

With bits of blue ; 
Keep the bright side ever in view. 

Restful Rhythms. 

June 24. 

" Jehovah-jireh (the Lord will provide)." — Gen, xxii. 14. 

How beautiful the impress of the Divine hand 
in the works of outer nature ! Every blade of 
grass, every forest leaf, how perfect in symmetry 
of form and in tenderness of colour. With what 
exquisite grace He has modelled every flower, 
delicately poised it on its stalk, or spread a pillow 
for its head on the tender sod. The God who 
has so clothed the grass of the field will not be 
unmindful of the lowliest of His covenant family. 
It is for us to say, as we lie passive in His hands, 
'* Undertake for me ! " He portioning out as He 
sees meet; we with an unquestioning and un- 
reasoning faith, fully trusting His power, tender- 
ness, vigilance, and love. 
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Into the future, 

That unknown land, 
Fearless I venture, 

Holding His hand. 

Trusting His promise, 

Waiting His will, 
Kept by His power, 

Peaceful and still. 

Palms of Elim. 

June 25. 

" There was given to me a thorn m the flesh, the mes- 
senger of Satan to buffet me, lest I should be exalted above 
measure. For this thing I besought the Lord thrice, that it 
might depart from me. And He said unto me. My grace is 
sufficient for thee : for My strength is made perfect in weak- 
ness. Most gladly therefore will I rather glory in my in- 
firmities, that the power of Christ may rest upon me.'* — 
2 Cor, xii. 7-9. 

Sorrows are thorns and stunted plants, that spring 
From out the rock their rugged roots have riven, 
Building for thee, if to their stems thou cling, 
A Jacob's ladder, mounting up to heaven. 

Lay hold of them, though hands and feet be torn. 
For couldst thou see aright, each sharp-toothed 

thorn 
Would seem an angel's hand along the road. 
To drag thee in thine own despite to God. 
Authoress of " Schonberg Cotta Family." 
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June 26. 

** I flee unto Thee to hide me." — Ps. cxliii. 9. 

You may have seen in our mountain glens, in 
the grey twilight, birds winging their way to their 
nests. There may be bowers and gardens of 
fragrance and beauty close by, groves inviting to 
sweetest melody, nature's consecrated haunts of 
song. But they tempt them not Their nests, 
their homes are in the distant rock, and thither 
they speed their way ! So with the souL The 
perches of this world will not satisfy it There is 
no stable rest in these for its weary wing and 
wailing cry. It goes singing up and home to God. 
It has its nest in the crevices of the Rock of 
Ages. When detained in the nether valley, often 
is the warbling note heard, " Oh that I had wings 
like a dove, for then would I flee away, and be at 
rest" And when the flight has been made from 
the perishable to the imperishable, from the lower 
valleys of sense to the hills of faith, from the 
creature to the Creator, from man to God, — ^as we 
see it folding its buoyant pinion, and sinking into 
the eternal clefts, we listen to the song — ^^ Return 
unto thy rest, O my soul !^^ 

Hart and Waterbrook§. 
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June 27. 

** The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad for 
them ; and the desert shall rejoice, and blossom as the rose." 
— Isa, XXXV. I. 

Beautiful children of the woods and fields, 

That bloom by mountain streamlets 'mid the 

heather, 
Or into clusters, *neath the hazels gather ; 
Or where by hoary rocks ye make your beilds. 
And sweetly flourish on tlirough summer weather. 

****** 
Beautiful nurslings of the early dew ! 
Fann'd in your loveliness by every breeze, 
And shaded o*er by green and arching trees ; 
I often wish that I were one of you, 
Dwelling afar upon the grassy leas : 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful objects of the wild bee's love. 
The wild bird joys your opening bloom to see, 
And in your native woods and wilds to be. 
All hearts, to nature true, ye strangely move. 
Ye are so passing fair — ^so passing free — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful children of the glen and dell, — 

The dingle deep, — the moorland stretching wide, 
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And of the mossy fountain's sedgy side ; 
Ye o'er my heart have thrown a lovesome spell, 
And, though the worldlings, scorning, may deride, 

I love ye all ! 

NiCOL. 

June 28. 

**I will praise Thee, O Lord, with my whole heart.** — 

Ps. ix. I. 

That instrument will make no music that hath 
but some strings in tune. If, when God strikes on 
the string of joy or gladness, we answer pleasantly ; 
but when He touches upon that of sorrow or 
humiliation, we see it not ; we are broken instru- 
ments that make no melody unto God. A well- 
tuned heart must have all its strings, all its affec- 
tions, ready to answer every touch of God's finger. 
He will make everything beautiful in its time. 
Sweet harmony cometh out of some discords. 

Owen. 

June 29. 

"Thy kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and Thy 
dominion endureth throughout all generations. The I^ord 
upholdeth all that fall, and raiseth up all those that be 
bowed down.** — Ps, cxlv. 13, 14. 

In all His vast domain, 
Nothing too great to be beyond His sway, 



Nothing too small to be beneath His care. 
While it is He who wheels in realms of ether, 
Worlds on worlds ; gives to the wandering comet 
Its tortuous course, tracking immensity, 
In cycles measuring a thousand years ; 
Locks and unlocks the fountains of the deep ; 
Of the great sea intones the tidal song ; 
The volleyed lightning, speeds with burning 

wings; — 
Tis He, who " feeds the ravens when they cry " ; 
Imprints the hue on every desert flower ; 
The summer verdure upoa every blade 
Of grass bestows ; of every forest leaf 
The fall He watches ; and of every pulse 
He marks the beat 

Away, ye votaries ! 
Who raise your altar to the " Unknown God." 
Each high behest comes forth from righteous 

Heaven, 
The ordination and supreme decree 
Of wisdom, love, and mercy infinite. 

J. R. Macduff, D.D. 

June 30. 



<( 



To every man his work." — Mark xiii. 34. 
" Let every man abide in the same calling wherein he was 
called." — I Cor, vii. 20. 

Sometimes a person will be engaged in works 
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of great usefulness, full of activity, and then God 
comes and lays His hand on the head of His 
child, very gently but very firmly, and lays him 
quite aside so that he can do nothing. The child 
says, " Father, why is this ? why must I no longer 
work for Thee ? " The Father says, " You are to 
work just in this comer of the temple where I have 
put you: your place is here, and here there is 
work for you to do." And though the work to be 
done there, is only to manifest a gentle temper, 
and exercise the graces of meekness and patience, 
and offer the silent prayer for those who can do 
more, it is ^^ fashioning the nails,^* it is preparing 
the materials; and by-and-by you will find that 
those prayers of yours, offered in sickness and in 
weakness, when you thought you were doing 
nothing, were just the links in the chain, just the 
needful fastening by which you have been enabled 
to seciu-e some portion of God's temple and fix it 
in its proper place. 

" Loving Counsels," Rev. T. Vores. 

July i. 

** The clear shining after rain."— 2 Sam. xxiii. 4. 

** Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister 
for them who shall be heirs of salvation ? " — Heb. i. 14. 

** And so it came to pass, that they escaped aU safe to 
land." — Acts xxvii. 44. 
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He knows the light and the darkness, 

The gladness of love and the pain, 
For His own heart glows in the sunlight 

That shineth after rain ; 
And ever His joy grows deeper, 

And ever His smile more bright. 
When those who parted in darkness 

Are met again in the light. 

Only to see, when the twilight 

Has gathered beneath my feet. 
That the falling stars are the angels 

Going down to the shadowy street ; 
Going down to smoothe the pathways 

That weary feet have trod, 
And to kiss the sleeping children. 

And give them dreams of God. 

Only to stand on the threshold ! 

Ah, this were heaven to me. 
After the dreary desert, 

After the wintry sea ; 
But I hear Him call me higher, 

In accents low and sweet, — 
I shall not stand on the threshold, 

But sit at the Masters feet 

B. M., Authoress of "Ezekiel." 
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July 2. 

" The trees of the Lord are fUll of sap ; the cedars ot 
Lebanon, which He hath planted.*' — Ps, civ. 16, 

" Then shall the trees of the wood sing out at the presence 
of the Lord. . • . O give thanks unto the Lord ; for He 
is good ; for His mercy endureth for ever." — i Chron, xvi. 

33. 34. 

Beautiful indeed is the pine forest in all seasons; 
in the freshness of spring, when the gnarled boughs 
are penetrated and mollified by the soft wind and 
the warm sun, and, thrilled with new life, burst out 
into fringes and tassels of the richest green, and 
cones of the tenderest purple; beautiful in the 
sultry summer, when among its cool, dim shadows 
the cheated hours all day sing vespers, while the 
open landscape is palpitating in the scorching 
heat ; beautiful in the sadness of autumn, when its 
unfading verdure stands out in striking relief amid 
changing scenes that have no sympathy with any- 
thing earthly save sorrow and decay, and directs 
the thoughts to the imperishableness of the 
heavenly Paradise; beautiful exceedingly in the 
depth of winter, when the tiers of branches are 
covered with pure unsullied wreaths of snow, 
sculptured by the winds into curves of exquisite 

grace. 

***** 

It looks like a place made for worship, all its 

160 



sentiments and associations seem of a sacred and 
solemn character. Nature with folded hands, as 
Longfellow says, seems "kneeling there in prayer." 
It certainly reminds us in various ways of the 
power, wisdom, and goodness of Him who thus 
spake by the mouth of His prophet, " I will plant 
the cedar, the fir-tree, and the pine, and the box- 
tree together, that they may see, and know, and 
consider, and understand together, that the hand 
of the Lord hath done this, and the Holy One of 
Israel hath created it " (Isa. xli. 19). 

Hugh Macmillan, LL.D. 



July 3. 

" As the light of the morning, when the sun riseth, even a 
morning without clouds." — 2 Sam, xxiii. 4. 

" The path of the just is as the shining light, that shineth 
more and more unto the perfect day." — Prov, iv. 18. 

Rise, rise above the mountains 
With healing on Thy wings ; 

Break, break into the chambers 
Where pain in secret stings. 

Come while the morning tarries. 
Our waiting eyes to bless ; 

Look through the lowly lattice. 
Bright Sun of Righteousness 

161 L 



Set for the hearts that love Thee 

Thy token up above, 
The white rays of redemption 

And the red fire of love. 

Out of our gloom we call Thee, 

Out of our helpless night, 
Sun of the world, sweet Saviour, 

Show us Thy perfect light. 

C. F. Alexander. 

July 4. 

*' And God saw every thing that He had made, and, behold, 
it was very good." — Gen, i. 31. 

He was pleased to prepare our future dwelling- 
place to receive tis, as a tender and affectionate 
mother prepares her house to receive a long-absent 
child. How carefully she adorns her dwelling ! 
How pleased she is to arrange and ornament the 
room where her dear child is to sleep ! Every- 
thing in the house expresses her tenderness and 
joy. There are nosegays in every room, lovely 
wreaths over every door, flowers are strewed even 
on the floor of the hall, on the very steps of the 
stairs where her darling is to tread. 

With such love did our heavenly Father prepare 
this earth for us. His unworthy children. The 
delightful coolness of the woods, the beauty of 
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the rich orchards and flowery meadows, the fields 
covered with daisies, violets, anemones, bright 
roses, and pure lilies, and all the lovely family of 
flowers, which are clothed by the great Creator's 
hand with a beauty far exceeding the splendour of 
a queen in her coronation robes — all these luxu- 
riant beauties of the field have a voice, which is 
ever saying to us, " Praise the Lord, for He is 
good, and His goodness endureth for ever." 

Professor Gaussen. 

July 5. 

** All Thy waves and Thy billows are gone over me." — 
Ps, xlii. 7. 

**They shall be Mine, saith the Lord of hosts, in that day 
when I make up My jewels."— i^«/. iii. 17. 

A dewdrop, falling on the ocean wave, 
Exclaimed in fear, ** I perish in this grave ; 
But, in a shell received, that drop of dew 
Unto a pearl of marvellous beauty grew ; 
And happy now, the grace did magnify 
Which thrust it forth — as it had feared — to die : 
Until again, " I perish quite," it said, 
Torn by rude diver from its ocean bed. 
O unbelieving ! so it came to gleam 
Chief jewel in a monarch's diadem. 

Archbishop Trench. 
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July 6. 

** In them hath He set a tabernacle for the sun, which is as 
a brid^room coming out of his chamber, and rejoiceth as a 
strong man to run a race. His going forth is from the end 
of the heaven, and his circuit unto the ends of it : and there 
is nothing hid from the heat thereof." — Ps. xix. 4-6. 

The sun does not shine for a few trees and 
flowers, but for the wide world's joy. The lonely- 
pine on the mountain-top waves its sombre boughs 
and cries, "Thou art my sun." And the little 
meadow violet lifts its cup of blue, and whispers 
with its perfumed breath, "Thou art my sun." 
And the grain in a thousand fields rustles in the 
wind and makes answer, " Thou art my sun." So 
God sits, effulgent in heaven, not for a favoured 
few, but for the universe of life ; and there is no 
creature so poor or so low that he may not look 
up with childlike confidence and say, " My Father ! 
Thou art mine." 

Anon. 

July 7. 

" Trust in Him at all times ; ye people, pour out your heart 
before Him : God is a refuge for us. *' — Ps. Ixii. 8. 

Leave God to order all thy ways. 
And hope in Him whatever betide, 

Thoult find Him in the evil days 
Thy all-sufficient strength and guide. 
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Who trusts in God's unchanging love, 
Builds on the rock that nought can move. 

Only thy restless heart keep still, 
And wait in cheerful hope — content 

To take whatever His gracious will, 
His all discerning love, hath sent ; 

Nor doubt our inmost wants are known 

To Him who chose us for His own. 

Neumarck. 
July 8. 

**It is of the Lord's mercies that we are not consumed, 
because His compassions fail not. They are new every 
morning ; great is Thy faithfulness." — Lam, iii. 22, 23. 

** Oh how great is Thy goodness, which Thou hast laid up 
for them that fear Thee ; which Thou hast wrought for them 
that trust in Thee before the sons of men !" — Ps, xxxi. 19. 

They have taken all from me ! what now ? let 
me look about me. They still have left me the 
providence of God, and all the promises of the 
Gospel, and my religion, and my hopes of heaven — 
and still I sleep. I read and meditate, and see the 
varieties of natural beauties, and delight in all that 
God delights in, that is, in virtue and wisdom, in 
the whole creation, and in God Himself. And he 
that hath so many causes of joy, and so great, is 
very much in love with sorrow and peevishness, 
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who loses all these pleasures, and chooses to sit 
down upon his little handful of thorns. 

Jeremy Taylor. 



July 9. 

** Praise ye the Lord ; for it is good to sing praises unto 
our God; for it is pleasant; and praise is comely." — Ps. 
clxvii. I. 

Praise Him, oh, praise Him, ye ministering Sera- 
phim, 
Praise ye Jehovah enthroned on high ; 
Awake every harp, ye Archangels, and tell of 
Him, 
Shrouded in glory, yet graciously nigh. 

Praise Him, bright sun in the glow of thy splen- 
dour; 
Praise Him, thou moon, silver queen of the 
night ; 
Praise Him, ye stars, who like vestals attend her, 
Oh, praise the great Lord, who hath robed you 
with light ! 

Praise Him, oh, praise Him, ye soft-flowing foun- 
tains, 
Amid the lone valleys which murmur along ; 
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Uplift the loud anthem, ye thunder-vo'ced moun- 
tains, 
Let peak answer peak, and re-echo the song. 

Ye forests, ye need no cathedral of marble. 

No thurifer*s censer to perfume your shrine ; 

Your own winged choirs will His praises best 

warble, 

Your woodland flowers scatter sweet incense 

divine. 

Gates of Praise. 

July id. 

" The heavens declare the glory of God ; and the firma- 
ment showeth His handiwork. Day unto day uttereth speech, 
and night unto night showeth knowledge." — Ps, xix. 1,2. 

To the infidel, nature's voices are but a Babel 
din. Trees rustle and brooks babble and winds 
blow ; but there is no meaning in their sound. To 
the Christian, all speak of God ] and if it were 
not for the dimness of the natural eye, he might 
see His host of angels at their ministry. The tree 
stretches out his arm, laden with fruit, like the arm 
of God. The morning sprinkles him with dew, 
and he is sung to sleep at evening with songs like 
the lullaby of earthly parents to their children. 

Beecher. 
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July ii. 

** As thy days, so shall thy strength be." — Deui. xxxiiL 25. 

« 

In beautiful proportion doth He give 
Supporting grace to meet the trial-hour. 
Oft have I watched, on summer's early mom. 
The bright blue gentian shivering on the lip 
Of Alpine glacier. He who gives it strength 
To batde with the giant mountain storm. 
Its tiny stalk imbroken, will be true 
In mightier wrestlings to His plighted word. 
Stands unrevoked this legacy divine. 
The lonely cottager in lowly hut, 
The widowed monarch in her sackclothed halls. 
Alike can serve themselves its chartered heirs — 
" As is thy day, so too thy strength shall be." 

Wells of Baca. 

July 12. 

"Though sorrowful, yet alway rejoicmg." — 2 Cor, vi. 10. 

In the deepest night of trouble and anxiety and 
sorrow, God gives us so much to be thankful for 
that we need never cease our singing. With all 
our wisdom and prudence and foresight we need 
never refuse to take a lesson in gladness and 
gratitude from the happy bird that sang all night, 
as if the day were not long enough to tell its joy. 

Excelsior. 
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July 13. 

** Until the daybreak, and the shadows flee away." — CanU 
ii. 17. 

**Thou shalt compass me about with songs of deliver- 
ance. " — Ps. xxxii. 7. 

Heart that cannot, tor cares that press, 
Sing with the bird, or thy Maker bless 
As the flowers may, blooming sweet 
With never an eye but God's to greet 
Their beauty and freshness ; — learn to trust, 
Lift thy thought from the earthly dust 

Robin and blossom and violet blue, 
Have they no lesson for one like thee ? 
God, who loves even them, will see 
How thou art trying to sing His praise 
Out of the gloom of thy shadowed days. 



So, surely as the leaves and flowers 
In summer time come back again — 

So surely as in sultry hours 
The dark clouds bring the pleasant rain. 

Shall He, who, in His lowly love, 

Came down that we might be forgiven. 

Break, glorious, through the clouds above, 
And take His children home to heaven. 
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July 14. 

** The love of Christ constraineth us." — 2 Cor, v. 14. 

Go then^ search for flowers for Christ ; and if 
you cannot find even roadside flowers or pasture 
weeds — if there are but nettles and briars, and you 
are willing for His sake to thrust your hand into 
the thorn-bush, and bring a branch from thence. 
He will take it lovingly, and cherish it evermore. 

Life Thoughts. 

July 15. 

** I am the bright and morning Star." — Rev, xxii. 16. 
" He giveth power to the faint ; and to them that have no 
might He increaseth strength." — Isa, xl. 29. 

Those stars, those planets, all. 

Though silently they move 
Among themselves, let fall 

Sweet whispers of God's love. 

Not to the ear they speak. 
Yet reach the heart from far ; 

They make His voice the silence break 
In heaven of heavens, the Star. 

To the wounded, wondering heart 

The tones of that sweet voice 

Healing and peace impart. 

And make the sad rejoice. 

H. V. T. 
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July i6. 

** Praise waiteth for Thee, O God."— A. Ixv. I. 

Lead me by the hand till I am able to see Thy 
light Force me into my own happiness. Hold 
me in Thy sunshine, even against my will, until it 
ceases to be foreign to me ; until it becomes my 
own light I may not praise Thee now, but I will 
praise Thee hereafter, when I shall view my experi- 
ence in the light of memory. " Praise waiteth for 
Thee." It waits for the evening rest to hallow in 
its retrospect the hours of anxious toil ; but I shall 
see Thy glory when Thy glory has passed by. 

Rev. Dr. Matheson. 



July 17. 

"Truly the light is sweet, and a pleasant thing it is for the 
eyes to behold the sun." — Eccles. xi. 7. 

Thou art no lingerer in monarch's hall ; 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all, 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea. 
Sunbeam, what gift hath the world like thee ? 

Thou art walking the billows, and Ocean smiles ; 
Thou hast touched with glory his thousand isles ; 
Thou hast lit up the ships and the feathery foam. 
And gladdened the sailor, like words from home. 
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From the inmost depths of the forest shades 
Thou art walking on through their green arcades ; 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy 

glow, 
Like fireflies, dance to the pools below. 

***** 

Thou tak'st through the dim church aisle thy way. 
And its pillars from darkness flash forth to day ; 
And its high pale tombs and its trophies old 
Seem bathed in a flood of molten gold 

And thou turnest not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
Thou scatterest its gloom, like the dreams of rest ; 
Thou sleepest in love on its grassy breast. 

Sunbeam of summer, oh, what is like thee ? 
Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ! 
One thing is like thee, to mortals given. 
The faith touching all things with hues of heaven. 

Hemans. 

July i8. 

** The glory of the Lord shall endure for ever : the Lord 
shall rejoice in His works." — Ps. civ. 31. 

There are mountain peaks where men never 
come, which are all covered with snow and ice ; 
but God plants the mountain side with flowers, and 
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they stretch far and far away in dazzling sheets of 
crimson, but none can see them except God Him- 
self, and His sun and moon and stars. And in 
other mountain clefts He hides other flowers, that 
are as blue as the sky above them. Isn't it worth 
while to be beautiful only for God ? 

To be beautiful only for God ! Surely that was 
a strange only. Surely, in being beautiful for God, 
we cannot fail to benefit some of His creatures. 
Surely, in blessing the feeblest of His creatures, we 
cannot fail to be beautiful to God 

After loijg days of labour (or suffering), and 
nights devoid of peace, the dullest lives will glow 
and brighten when the long day wears to vespers. 

" The Story of a Sycamore." 



July 19. 

" And He took a child, and set him in the midst of them." 
— Mark ix. 36. 

"Except ye be converted, and become as little children, 
ye shall not enter into the kingdom of heaven." — McUt. 
xviii. 3. 

The Master called a little child. 
And set it in their midst, to show 
The clearest mirror men could know 

In which the face of Faith e'er smiled : 
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A little child, with eye nnwom. 

Whose heart goes straigbtwaj for the li^t^ 
Like buds that put f<Hth all their migfat 

To Stan up heavenward soon as bom. 

A little duld, that even in pla j 
The nearest path to heaven walks, 
And in its innocent brightness talks 

With God in the old wondrous waj. 
• • • • • 

Christ give me but this litde one's grace. 
With fahh to feel in HaApst ni^it 
How the good Father's heart of ligjit 

With that mild radiance fills Thy faux, 

Gerald ^Iasset. 

July 2a 

*'The kingdom of heaven is like to a grain of mnstaid seed. 
which a man took, and sowed in his field : which indeed is 
the least of all seeds : bat when it b grown, it is the greatest 
among herbs, and becometh a tree, so that the birds of the 
air come and lodge In the branches thereof." — Afait. tHj, 31^ 
32. 

Is there upon earth a machine, is there a palace, 
is there even a cit}', which contains so much that 
is wonderful as is enclosed in a single litde seed — 
one grain of com, one little brown apple seed, one 
small seed of a tree picked up perhaps by a spar- 
row for her little ones, the smallest seed of a poppy 
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or a bluebell, or even one of the seeds that are so 
small that they float about in the air, invisible to 
our eyes ? There is a world of marvels and bril- 
liant beauties hidden in each of these tiny seeds. 
Consider their immense number, the perfect sepa- 
ration of the different kinds, their power of life and 
resurrection, and their wonderful fruitfulness. . . . 
The tiny seed may spring up and grow where it 
fell, unnoticed ; and sixty years after it may become 
a magnificent tree, under which the flocks of the 
valleys and their shepherds may rest in the shade. 

Lo, on each seed, within its slender rind. 
Life's golden threads in endless circles wind ; 
Maze within maze the lucid webs are rolled, 
And as they burst the living flame unfold. 
The pulpy acorn, ere it swells, contains 
The oak's vast branches in its milk-white veins. 
Each ravelled bud, fine film, and fibre line, 
Traced with nice pencil on the small design. 
The young narcissus, in its bulb compressed. 
Cradles a second nurseling on its breast. 
In whose fine arms a younger embryon lies. 
Folds its thin leaves, and shuts its floret eyes. 
Grain within grain successive harvests swell. 
And boundless forests slumber in a shell ! 

GossE — " Sea and Land." 
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July 21. 

** Then shall we know, if we follow on to know the Lord." 
— Hosea vi 3. 

*' Thou hast been faithful over a few things, I will make 
thee ruler over many things : enter thou into the joy of thy 
lord." — Matt. xxv. 21. 

Ah, if our souls but poise and swing, 
Like the compass in its brazen ring, 
Ever level and ever true. 
To the toil and the task we have to do. 
We shall sail securely, and safely reach 
The heavenly Isle on whose shining beach 
The sights we love and the sounds we hear 
Will be those of joy and not of fear. 

Longfellow. 

July 22. 

** The sun knoweth his going down." ** The sun ariseth." 

— Ps, civ. 19, 22. 

What do the flowers say to the night ? They 
wave their bells, and exhale their choicest odours, 
as if they would bribe it to bestow upon them some 
new charm. In the tender twilight they look wist- 
fully at each other, and say. Do you see anything 
on me ? And when the answer is, I see nothing 
they hang their heads and wait sorrowfully for the 
morning, fearing that they shall bring no beauty to 
it Though there is no voice, nor sound, yet the 

176 



night hears them, and silently through the still air 
the dews settle on every stem and bud and blos- 
som ; and when day dawns, at the first rosy glance 
that the sun sends athwart the fields, ten million 
jewels glitter and sparkle, and quiver on the notched 
edges of every leaf and along each blade and spire 
of grass and spray ; and the happy flowers, stirred 
by the wind, nod and beckon and smile to each 
other, more resplendent in their dewy gems than 
any dream of the night had imagined. So, 
many Christians, who in the darkness of this life 
have longed and laboured for graces, yet sad and 
fearing, will find themselves covered with glory 
when the eternal morning dawns, and the light of 
God*s countenance strikes through their earth- 
gained jewels. 

Life Thoughts. 

July 23. 

** Singing and making melody in your heart to the Lord ; 
giving thanks always for all things unto God and the Father 
in the name of our Lord Jesus Christ." — Eph, v. 19, 20. 

Yea, Lord, through all my changing days, 

With each new scene, afresh I mark 

How wondrously Thou guid'st my ways. 

Where all seems troubled, wildered, dark, 

When dangers thicken fast, and hopes depart. 

Thy light beams comfort on my sinking heart, 
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Ye little leaves, so fresh and green. 

That dance for joy in summer air. 
Ye slender grasses, bright and keen. 
Ye flowers, so wondrous sweet and fair. 
Ye only for your Maker's glory live, 
Help me, for all His love, meet praise to give. 

Lyra Germanica. 



July 24. 

'*The lot is cast into the lap ; but the whole disposiz^ 
thereof is of the Lord." — Prav, xvi. 33. 

"My times are in Thy hand." — Ps, xxxi. 15. 

Whether bitter or sweet, joyful or sorrowful, how 
consolatory the assurance that our lives are no 
fortuitous concurrence of events and circumstances. 
We are not like weeds thrown in the waters, to be 
tossed and whirled in the eddying pools of capri- 
cious accident, our future a self-appointed one. 
There is a Divine hand and purpose in all that 
befalls us. Every man's existence is a biography, 
written chapter by chapter, line by line, by God 
Himself. It is not the mere cartoon or outline 
sketched by the Divine Being, which we are left 
to fill in ; but all the minute and delicate shadings 
are inserted by Him, 

Anon. 
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July 25. 

" I have learned, in whatsoever state I am, therewith to be 

content." — PhiL iv. 1 1. 

The task was very hard, dear Lord, 

I know full well ; 
How many times I conned it o'er 

I cannot tell ; 
Sometimes I thought the task was almost done. 
Then, to my sorrow, found it but begun. 



Awhile I mourned, forgetting quite 

My work below ; 
And when I did again begin. 

The work was slow j 
But as I learned with eyes sometimes grown dim. 
He filled my soul with rapturous love for Him, 

And now I wait in sweet content 

My Master's will j 
I watch or work, I strive or wait. 

Contented still. 
And when above the lessons are all done. 
My heart will thrill with that on earth begun, 

Mrs. M, Ella Cornell. 
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July 26. 

** Take up the cross, and follow Me." — Mark x. 21. 

<' He that is faithful in that which is least is faithful also in 
much : and he that is unjust in the least is unjust also in 
much." — Lukeny'x. lo. 

"My son, despise not thou the chastening of the Lord, 
nor faint when thou art rebuked of Him : for whom the 
Lord loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom 
He receiveth." — H^. xii. 5, 6. 

Christ comes to us momiDg by morning, to pre- 
sent to us, for the day then opening, divers little 
crosses, thwartings of our own will, interferences 
with our plans, disappointments of our little plea- 
sures. . . . Despise not little crosses, for when 
taken up and lovingly accepted at the Lord's hand, 
they have made men meet for a great crown, even 
the crown of righteousness and life, which the 
Lord hath promised to them that lovtf Him. 

Dean Goulburn. 

July 27. 

'* I wait for the Lord, my soul doth wait, and in His word 
do I hope." — Ps, cxxx. 5. 

"All Thy works shall praise Thee, O Lord; and Thy 
saints shall bless Thee." — Ps, cxlv. 10. 

**Let the saints be joyful in glory : let them sing aloud 
upon their beds."— A. cxlix. 5. 

Oh, weep not that thy life 

Is wasting all away, 
God calleth some to holy strife, 

Some to be still and pray. 
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His hymn is sung in parts, 

Over the whole wide earth ; 
Deep warblings from a million hearts 

Springing in sacred mirth. 

Miss Chalmers. 

July 28. 

"Though our outward man perish, yet the inward man is 
renewed day by day." — 2 Cor* iv. 16. 

The souPs dark cottage, battered and decayed, 
Lets in new light through chinks that time has 
made. 

Galileo said when he was blind, " Whatsoever is 
pleasing to God shall be pleasing to me." 

July 29. 

** Praise ye the Lord. O give thanks unto the Lord ; for 
He is good : for His mercy endureth for ever. Who can utter 
the mighty acts of the Lord ? who can show forth all his 
praise?" — Ps, cvi. i, 2. 

Thanks be to God, to whom earth owes 

Sunshine and breeze. 
The heath-clad hill, the vale*s repose, 

Streamlet and seas ; 
The snowdrop and the summer rose, 

The many-voiced trees. 
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Thanks for the darkness that reveals 

Night's starry dower ; 
And for the sable cloud that heals 

Each fevered flower ; 
And for the rushing storm that peals 

Our weakness and Thy power. 

Thanks for the gladness that entwines 

Our path below ; 
Each sunrise that incarnadines 

The cold still snow ; 
Thanks for the light of love which shines 

With brightest earthly glow. 

F. R. Havergal. 

July 30. 

" The earth, O Lord, is full of Thy mercy."— /V. cxix. 64. 
** O Lord God, Thou art my trust."— /V. cxli. 8. 

When Christ spoke of the lilies of the field, the 
plain of Gennesaret, the hillsides of Galilee, the 
rocks and crannies around the shore of Tiberias 
presented then, as they do now at this season, a 
carpet of glorious beauty. . . . What purpose 
did they all serve ? In like manner the fowls of 
the air, to which Christ alluded, were wondrous 
in their loveliness. The tropical beauty of the 
feathered denizens of the Jordan valley presented 
unrivalled specimens of colour and form, while 
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larks filled the air with full-throated music and 

bulbuls startled the evening stillness with bursts of 

liquid melody. Now Christ calls them all God's 

own birds ; and as His Father sustains them to 

give this delight to eye and ear, He would teach 

that the beautiful is a Divine gift ; but we must not 

overlook the direct teaching which our Lord gives 

regarding confidence in God. He uses a similar 

method elsewhere, " Are not two sparrows," etc. 

Good Words. 
July 31. 

" And there shall be no night there ; and they need no 
candle, neither light of the sun ; for the Lord God giveth 
them light : and they shall reign for ever and ever, " — I^gv. 
xxii. 5. 

And then the Lord shall be 
Thine everlasting light : 
Before His sunshine bright 

The mists of earth shall flee. 

The vale of sorrow trod. 
The Shepherd ever nigh. 
The flock shall pasture high 

Upon the hills of God ! 

No more shall wane thy moon. 
Nor pale thy sun its light ; 
In day which knows no night ; 
One never-ending noon ! 

Wells of Baca. 
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August i. 

" Take My yoke upon you, and leam of Me ; for I am 
meek and lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest unto your 
souls. For My yoke is easy, and My burden is light." — Matt, 
xi. 29, 30. 

There are two ways of saying, "Thy will be 
done." We may say it with that resigned apathy 
which is nearly allied to despair ; or we may say it 
with that conviction of the Divine love which 
represents the prayer of the angels in heaven. 
This last alone is freedonL . . . But every 
man has it in his power to choose whether God's 
will shall be his will ; whether he shall take, or 
simply bear, the yoke of Christ . . . There 
comes, indeed, a time when the sense of sacrifice 
passes away; when the yoke becomes easy, and 
the burden light 

Expositor. 

August 2. 

** I would have you without carefulness." — I Cor, vii. 32. 
* * Casting all your care upon Him ; for He careth for 
you," — I Pet V. 7. 

Yes ! from care we may be free 

As the sunshine o'er us, 
And the path of life may be 

Ever bright before us ; 
184 



If we could but look beyond 
Life, to that life yonder, 

If the hearts of earth so foild 
Could of heaven grow fonder. 

* * * * 

No, 'tis not a weary life, 
Though it hath its dangers ; 

If we wage the holy strife. 
If we live as strangers. 



It is not a world of woe, 

If we do not love it ; 
But a training heaven below, 

For the heaven above it. 

Hymns of the Church Militant. 



August 3. 

** I have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not." — 

Luke xxii. 32. 

In applying these painful processes, how tender 
and sympathizing the Saviour is ! He does not 
break the bruised reed. He apportions the trial to 
the exigency, and, mindful of the hour when He 
drank the Father's cup, and an angel from heaven 
strengthened Him, in handing to each disciple the 
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cup of needful trial, His arm of omnipotent kind- 
ness encircles and supports the fatigued or fainting 
souL And it is a glorious ini&rmity which thus 
brings into the spirit the power of Christ 

Dr. J. Hamilton. 

August 4. 

" In the night His song shall be with me." — Fs, xlii. 8. 
It is a legend of the diamond, 
That all day long the sunlight is absorbed 
Into its crystal prisms ; that at night, 
Amid the splendours of the festive hall, 
The brighter it may radiate. Be it ours, 
In the full noontide of prosperity, 
To gamer beams from a more glorious Sun, 
That when the night of trial comes, the soul 
May glow with faith and love and holy hope 

Anon 

August 5. 

" I will sing of mercy and judgment." — Ps, ci. i. 
** Thereby some have entertained angels unawares." — 
Heb, xiii. 2. 

Misfortune is never mournful to the soul that 
accepts it, for such do always see that every cloud 
is an angel's face. 

Jerome. 
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August 6. 

** Rest in the LiOrd, and wait patiently for Him." — 
Ps, xxxvii 7. 

**I have trusted in Thy mercy; my heart shall rejoice 
in Thy salvation.'* — Ps. xiii. 5. 

The child leans on its parent's breast, 
Leaves there its cares, and is at rest ; 
The bird sits singing by its nest, 

And tells aloud 
His trust in God, and so is blest 

'Neath every cloud. 

The heart that trusts for ever sings. 

And feels as light as it had wings ; 

A well of peace within it springs. 

Come good, or ill. 

Whatever to-day, to-morrow brings, 

It is His will 

Isaac Williams. 

August 7. 

**Thou, O God, hast prepared of Thy goodness for the 

poor." — Ps* Ixviii. 10. 

Kind nature, thou art to all a bountiful mother. 
Thou visitest the poor man's hut with auroral 
radiance, and for thy nurseling hast provided a soft 
swathing of love and infinite hope, wherein he 
waxes and slumbers, danced round by dreams. 

T. Carlyle. 
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August 8. 

** Thou shalt remember all the way which the LfOrd Thy 
God led thee these forty years m the wilderness, to humble 
thee, and to prove thee, to know what was in thine heart, 
whether thou wouldest keep His commandments, or no." — 
Dmt, viii. 2. 

A chequered life lived all the good, 

Like sunbeams shot through thickest wood, 

Alternate light and shade ; 
But every path their footsteps trod, 
Whether they felt the staff or rod, 
'Twas still the Providence of God, 

Which love alike displayed. 

H. V. T. 

August 9. 

**Into Thine hand I commit my spirit: Thou hast re- 
deemed me, O Lord Gk)d of truth."— /'j. xxxi. 5, 

The heart that every day can say, "Father;" 
that every day can say, " I love Thee ;" that every 
day can say, "Not my will, but Thine;" that 
every day can say, " Lord, what wilt Thou have 
me to do ? " that in short can say, " My life is hid 
with Christ in God ;" the heart that can say that, 
is able to pronounce the words of consummation, 
the words of victory. 

Royal Truths. 
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August io. 

** Ye know not what shall be on the morrow." — ^as, iv. 14. 

** Thine ears shall hear a word behind thee, saying, This is 

the way, walk ye in it." — Isa. xxx. 21. 

I know not what will befall me ; 

God spreads a mist over mine eyes ; 
At every step in my onward path 

He maketh new scenes to rise ; 
And every joy He sends me 

Comes with a sudden and strange surprise. 

It may be, the bitter future 
* Is less bitter than I think, 
The Lord may sweeten the waters 

Before I come to drink ; 
Or, if Marah must be Marah, 
He will stand Himself by the brink. 

And so I go on, not knowing, 

I would not if I might ; 
I'd rather walk in the dark with God, 

Than go alone in the light ; 

I'd rather walk with Him by faith, 

Than go alone by sight. 

Brainerd. 

August ii. 

"For we have not an High Priest which cannot be 
touched with the feeling of our infirmities ; but was in all 
points tempted like as we are, yet without sin." — /fed, iv. 15. 

Such is the sympathy between Christ and His 

189 



people. Let that comfort, strengthen, cheer you. 
He is in constant, ay, in closest communication 
with eveiy one of His members ; and by means of 
lines that, stretched along the starry sky, pass fix>m 
earth to heaven, the meanest cottage where a 
believer dwells is joined to the throne of God. 
No accident stops that tel^raph. The lines of 
providence radiate out, and the lines of prayer 
radiate in. Touched with a fellow-feeling for your 
infirmities, Christ suffers all your wrongs, is sen- 
sible of your every want, and hears every prayer 
you utter. You can never apply to Him too often, 
you cannot ask of Him too much. To His ear 
the need/s prayers are sweeter music than the 
voice of angels or the best-strung harp in heaven. 

Dr. Guthrie. 



August 12. 

** How excellent is thy lovingkindness, O God ! therefore 
the children of men put their trust under the shadow of thy 
wings. O continue Thy lovingkindness unto them that know 
Thee."— A xxxvi. 7, 10. 

I would not see my further path. 

For mercy veils it so, 
My present steps might harder be, 

Did I the future know. 
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Thus step by step I onward go, 

Not looking far before ; 
Trusting that I shall always have 

Light for just one step more. 

Leaflet. 

August 13. 

"An everlasting covenant, ordered in all things and sure." — 

2 Sam, xxiii. 5. 

Which of the works of God are not pervaded 
by a beautiful order ? Think of the succession of 
day and night. Think of the revolution of the 
seasons. Think of the stars as they walk in their 
majestic courses,— one great law of harmony 
" binding the sweet influences of the Pleiades, and 
guiding Arcturus with his sons." Look upwards, 
amid the magnificence of night to that crowded 
concave, — worlds piled on worlds, — and yet see 
the calm grandeur of that stately march ; — not a 
discordant note there to mar the harmony, though 
wheeling at an inconceivable velocity in their 
intricate and devious orbits ! 

These heavenly sentinels all keep their appointed 
watch-towers. These Levites in the upper firma- 
ment light their altar fires " at the time of the 
evening incense," and quench them again when 
the sun, who is appointed to rule the day, walks 
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forth from his chamber. "Those wait all upon 
Thee." "They continue this day according to 
Thine ordinances: for all are Thy servants." — 
Ps, cxix. 91. 

The same wondrous order obtains in the cove- 
nant of grace. We see every attribute of God 
constellating in beauteous harmony around the 
cross of Jesus ; Mercy, Truth, Holiness, Justice, 
casting a reflected glory on the central throne, and 
each throwing a lustre on the other. 

Sunsets on the Hebrew Mountains. 



August 14. 

** Who shall roll away the stone ? " — Mark xvi. 3. 

Hereafter thou shalt know where God doth lead 
thee. 

His darkest dealings trace. 
And by those fountains where His love will feed 
thee. 

Behold Him face to face. 

Then bow thine head, and He shall give thee 
meekness 

Bravely to do His will, 
So shall arise His glory in thy weakness ; 
O struggling soul, be still. 
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Watch on the tower, and listen by the gateway, 

Nor weep to wait alone ; 
Take thou thy spices, and some angel straightway 

Shall roll away the stone. 

Thus wait, thus watch, till He the last link sever 
And changeless rest be won ; 

Then in His glory thou shalt bask for ever. 
Fear not the clouds, press on. 

Changed Cross. 

August 15. 

" A land of brooks of water, of fountains and depths that 
spring out of valleys." — Deut. viii. 7. 

**I am the way, the truth, and the life ; no one cometh 
unto the Father, but by Me." — John xiv. 6. 

I am sure there is a brook down there in that 
dark comer between the wheat and the grass; I 
cannot see any sparkling of water, but I know it 
by the look of the trees ; they are so dense, and 
there is such an obscurity, such a blackness, in 
and under their screening foliage, as only the 
vicinity of water gives ; it is just such a little 
patch of deepest shadow in the sunny scene as an 
artistic eye would delight in. There is the dusty 
road, winding up between those hedges, half hidden 
as it winds ; the farm trees yonder in the bottom ; 
the old church peeping over the hill, the ridges of 
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its triple roof just in sight, and its square grey 
tower, with a vane at each of its four comers, all 
pointing the same way, an emblem of what the 
Church ought to be, rather than what she is, with 
all her ministries directing the soul to Him who 
is the living way, the only way to God. 

Beecher. 

August i6. 

** Pray one for another." — yatnes v. i6. 
"Brethren, pray for us." — z Thess. iii. I. 

More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore let thy 

, voice 
Rise like a foimtain for me, night and day ; 
For what are men better than sheep or goats, 
That nourish a dull life within the brain, 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands in prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them 

friend ? 
For so the whole round world is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 

Tennyson. 

August 17. 

"The eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the 
everlasting arms." — Deut. xxxiii. 27. 

** God is able to make all grace abound toward you ; that 
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ye, always having all sufficiency in all things, may abound to 
every good work." — 2 Cor, ix. 8. 

Christianity says ia effect, Come unto me, ye 
that carry burdens, and I will give you power to 
bear yet heavier burdens, and to deem " the yoke 
easy, and the burden light" It promises to the 
labouring the ability to labour, to the heavy laden 
the abiUty to bear. It proposes to impart rest, 
not by lessening the weight, but by increasing the 
force that bears it. The entire character of its 
promise is expressed in the words, " Ye shall find 
rest unto your souls,** 

Rev. George Matheson, D.D. 

August i8. 

** This God is our God for ever and ever : He will be 
our Guide even unto death." — Ps. xlviii. 14. 

** He that keepeth Israel shall neither slumber nor sleep." 
— Ps. cxxi. 4 

He who marks each falling tear 
Of His burdened pilgrims here, 
Never slumbering, never sleeping. 
Vigils ever wakeful keeping. 
Faithful, He, whatever betide. 
Is my everlasting Guide ; 
Safe, however the sky overcast, 
He will bring me home at last 

Altar Stones. 
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August 19. 

*' I waited patiently for the Lord ; and He inclined unto me, 
and heard my cry." — Fs, xl. i. 

Let Him only be near ; and the obscuring veil 

of mortal ill that sometimes seems to shut us in, 

and tempts us to believe in nothing but the sad 

rain, is soon withdrawn, like the cloud lifting itself 

from out the glen ; and the sunshine first glorifies 

then dissipates the haze, leaving the mountain 

range of immutable goodness and beauty, clear 

against the everlasting sky. So pass the storms 

away, so deepens the heavenly view to the soul 

that will but " rest in the Lord, and wait patiently 

for Him." 

Dr. Martineau. 

August 20. 

** The Lord bless thee, and keep thee." — Num. vi. 24. 

** Godliness with contentment is great gain." — I Tim. vi. 6. 

I will not wish thee grandeur, 

I will not wish thee wealth, 
But only a contented heart. 

Peace, competence, and health ; 
Fond friends to love thee dearly. 

And honest friends to chide. 
And faithful friends to cleave to thee 

Whatever may betide. 

Mrs. Southey. 
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August 21. 

*' A bruised reed shall He not break, and the smoking flax 
shall He not quench." — Isa* xlii. 3. 

The whole ministry and teaching of Christ 
were a significant comment on this prophetic 
utterance. Simple but expressive emblem 1 The 
most fragile thing in nature is the shivering reed 
by the river side. The Eastern shepherd, tending 
his flock by the streams where these reeds grow, 
used them for his rustic pipe. When one of them 
was bruised or broken, he never made the attempt 
to mend it. Inserting it among the others would 
only have made his instrument discordant; ac- 
cordingly, he threw it aside as worthless. Not so 
the Great Shepherd. When a human soul is 
bruised and mutilated by sin, He casts it not 
away. He repairs it for its place in the heavenly 
instrument, and makes it once more to show forth 

His praise. 

"Comfort ye." 

August 22. 

** But to do good and to communicate forget not : for with 
such sacrifices God is well pleased." — Heb. xiii, i6. 

Onward the lightning — but its bolts descend ; 

Onward the storm-cloud — but its big drops fall ; 
Not these thy emblems. Christian, nor thy end ; 

The flash to thee, the hailstorm, vainly call. 
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Gaze on the cornfields on the sunny hills, 

Onward and upward blade and ear are driven ; 

See how the dew along the earth distils, 
Till in the light it all ascends to heaven ! 

Be these thy emblems, in life's little span. 
Whether thou tread'st a smooth or thorny road : 

Onward, in pure benevolence to man, 
Upward, in fervent piety to God. 

H. V. T. 

August 23. 
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I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which 
thou shalt go : I will guide thee with mine eye." — Ps. 
xxxii. 8. 

It is a blessed thing that we have not the ap- 
pointment of our daily lessons ; that they are set 
for us by the hand of Him who knows now what 
we shall know hereafter, what will be for our good 
and His glory, for they are both one. 

Memorials of a Quiet Life. 



August 24. 

** He maketh the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof 
are still.'* — Ps. cvii. 29. 

** Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the 
morning." — Ps, xxx. 5. 

First taste the bitter, and then drink the sweet, 
So shalt thou sweetness know. First face the storm, 
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So shalt thou know the gladness of the calm ; 

Such is the heavenly order here below, 

God means it so ; though often in the dark 

He worketh, and men see not what He does 

Or aims at. 

Sonar. 

August 25. 

** Lord, remember David, and aU his afflictions." — 

Ps. cxxxii. I. 

In times of trouble every Christian , man will 
find wonderful comfort in the Psalms of David. 
Now their true colours will shine out. The Psalms 
are like diamonds, which, though bright in the 
daylight, do not give forth their peculiar brilliance 
until night and artificial light cause them to flash. 
. . . In times of trouble men ought to walk 
in the garden of this book, and comfort them- 
selves with its fruits and flowers. 

Summer of the Soul. 

August 26. 

" O sing imto the Lord a new song ; for He hath done mar- 
vellous things." — Ps» xcviii. I. 

Thou hast much cause for gladness in thy God. 
. . . Every one of His attributes should become 
a fresh ray in the sunlight of our gladness. That 
He is wise should make us glad, knowing, as we 
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do, our own foolishness. That He is mighty ^ should 

cause us to rejoice, who tremble at our weakness. 

That He is everlastings should always be a theme 

of joy, when we know that we wither as the grass. 

That He is unchanging^ should perpetually yield 

us a song, since we change every hour. 

" Be glad, ye children of Zion, and rejoice in the 

Lord your God." 

Anon. 

August 27. 

** In Thy light shall we see light." — Ps, xxxvi. 9. 

Leaflets now unpaged and scattered 

Time's great library receives ; 
When eternity shall bind them, 
Golden volumes we shall find them, 
God's light falling on the leaves. 

F. R. Havergal. 

August 28. 

** Not My will, but Thine, be done." — Luke xxii. 42. 
** Even so, Father, for so it seemed good in Thy sight." — 
Luke X. 21. 

It is in cleaving by faith the deep waters, and 
by climbing the difficult ascent, we reach the 
firmest footing, and the highest, brightest, holiest 
elevation in our Christianity — the complete ab- 
sorption of our will in God's will. 

WiNSLOW. 
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August 29. 

**The effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth 

much." — yias, v. 1 6. 

Think ye the spires that glow so bright, 

In front of yonder setting sun, 
Stand by their own unshaken might ? 

No ; where th' upholding grace is won, 
We dare not ask, nor Heaven would tell ; 
But sure, from many a hidden dell, 
From many a rural nook, unthought of there. 
Rises for the proud world the saint's prevailing 
prayer. 

Keble. 

August 30. 

** His riches in glory by Christ Jesus.'* — PAil, iv. 19. 

The whole Divine character and administration, 
the whole conception of God as set forth in the 
Bible, and in nature, is of a Being of munificence, 
of abundance and superabundance. Enough is a 
measuring word — a sufficiency, and no more ; 
economy, not profusion. God never deals in 
this way. With Him there is always a magnificent 
overplus. The remotest comer of the globe is full 
of wonder and beauty. The laziest bank in the 
world, — away from towns, where no artists do con- 
gregate, upon which no farm laps, where no vines 
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hang their cooling clusters, nor flowers spring, nor 

grass invites the browsing herd, — is yet spotted and 

patched with moss of such exquisite beauty, that 

the painter who in all his life should produce one 

such thing would be a master in art and immortal 

in fame ; and it has the hair of ten thousand reeds 

combed over its brow, and its shining sand and 

insect tribes might win the student's lifetime. 

God's least thought is more prolific than man's 

greatest abundance. 

Life Thoughts. 

August 31. 

** The fire shall ever be burning on the altar ; it shall never 

go out." — Lev. vi. 13. 

The altar's fire, no longer bright. 
Casts on the fane a paler light — 

A languid sickly ray. 
The anxious vestal hastes to raise 
Its flame ; around the glory plays. 

And makes the twilight day. 

Thus, in the temple of the soul, 
Wearied and weak with sin's control, 

When hope and love relax, 
His grace the dying flame will feed. 
Who never brake a bruised reed. 

Or quenched the smoking flax. 

H. V. T. 
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September i. 

" None of us liveth to himself, and no man dieth to him- 
self." — Rom, xiv. 7. 

Like berries on some hidden bough, 

Which swell, grow red, and straight decay, — 
Finding for beauty no employ, 

Till all their fitness fades away, — 
Yet join some elemental force. 

And fatten soil for other trees ; 
How often seem our human lives 

Useless, or useful but as these ? 



No life is lost, no hope is vain. 

No prayer without a sequent deed. 
God turns all seeming loss to gain. 

And finds a soil for every seed ; 
Some fleeting glance He doth endow, 

He sanctifies some casual word. 
Unconscious gifts His children show, 

For all is potent with the Lord. 

We only see the outer thing, 
The secret heart or force ignore. 

Lo ! from some harsh, ungenial spring, 
Full summer blossoms forth the more. 
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Deep lie the channels of God's grace. 
Deep lies the mystery of use ; 

He setteth in the chiefest place 
That Stone the builders all refuse. 

R. R. Parkes. 

September 2. 

* ' Mountains, and all hills ; fruitful trees, and aU cedars : 
let them praise the name of the Lord." — Ps, cxlviii. 9, 13. 

''And God saw every thing that He had made, and, 
behold, it was very good." — Qen, i. 31. 

Lichen, and mosses, how of these? . . . 
the first mercy of the earth, veiling with hushed 
softness its dintless rocks. No words that I know 
of will say what these mosses are. None are 
delicate enough, none perfect enough, none rich 
enough. How is one to tell of the rounded 
bosses of furred and beaming green, the traceries 
of intricate silver and fringes of amber. They 
will not be gathered, like the flowers, for chaplet 
or love-token ; but of these the wild bird will make 
its nest and the wearied child his pillow. . . . 
While the wild winds of departing spring scatter 
the white hawthorn blossom like drifted snow, 
and summer dims on the parched meadows the 
drooping of its cowslip gold — ^far above, among 
the mountains, the silver lichen-spots rest star-like 
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on the stone, and the gathering orange-stain, upon 
the edge of yonder western peak, reflects the sun- 
sets of a thousand years. 

RUSKIN. 

September 3. 

** The eyes of them that see shall not be dim, and the ears 
of them that hear shall hearken.''— /jra. xxxii. 3. 

Of the bright things in earth or air 
How Httle can the heart embrace ! 

Soft shades and gleaming lights are there, 
I know it well, but cannot trace. 

• • • • 

Mine eye unworthy seems to read 
One page of Nature's beauteous book ; 

It lies before me, fair outspread, 
I only cast a wishful look. 

• • • • 

'Tis misty all, both sight and sound, 
I only know 'tis fair and sweet; 

'Tis wandering on enchanted ground 
With dizzy brow and tottering feet. 

But patience ! there may come a time 
When these dull ears shall scan aright 

Strains that outring earth's drowsy chime 
As heaven outshines the taper's light 



205 



In fearless love and hope uncloyed. 

For ever on that ocean bright 
Empowered to gaze, and, undestroyed. 

Deeper and deeper plunge in light. 

Keble. 



September 4. 

''The righteous shall be in everlasting remembrance." 

— Ps. cxiL 6. 

When a Christian dies, that is not the last of the 
man in the living sphere of living being, which in 
one sense he has left. ITe lives on. There is a 
presence and influence, more real, more deathless, 
than the mere bodily frame. Like the glow of the 
descending sun, lighting up the Alpine peaks long 
after the orb itself has sunk behind the visible 
horizon, so the works of the holy and the good 
Imger behind them. They have an earthly, as 
well as a heavenly, immortality. . . . His words 
and works are still amongst us. There is a speech 
of the dead, the language of xmdying memories. 
The outward features have perished, but the spirit 
is indestructible. 

Memories of Patmos. 
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September 5. 

** God is love." — I John iv. 16. 

God is love ; that anthem olden 
Sing the glorious orbs of light, 

In their language glad and golden. 
Telling to us, day and night, 

Their great story, 
God is love, and God is might ! 

And the teeming earth rejoices 
In that message from above, 

With ten thousand, thousand voices 
Telling back from hill and grove 

Her glad story, 
God is might, and God is love. 

Up to Him let each affection 

Daily rise and round Him move ; 
Our whole lives one resurrection 
To the life of life above — 

Our glad story, 
God is life, and God is love. 

Anon. 
September 6. 

**The darkness is past, and the true light now shineth." — 

I John ii. 8. 

Cloud and storm only intimate the passing com- 
motion needful to purify the air and the water ; 
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and, compared with the azure depths above and 
below, they are superficial and transitory. They 
retire, and the beautiful blue of heaven reappears, 
and the ocean again becomes a sapphire founda- 
tion, on which the sun scatters his jewels of light 
with regal lavishness. And so no dark trial, no 
grievous judgment, can cross our sky without re- 
vealing some spot of heavenly blue in the midst of 
it, or, if concealed for a moment, breaking forth 
again with greater brightness and beauty. . 
Behind every storm of trial and every cloud of 
sorrow is the heavenly blue of Christ's unchange- 
able love — di love stronger than death. 

Hugh Macmillan, LL.D. 

September 7. 

*' Oh that I had wings like a dove ! Jbr then would I fly 
away, and be at rest." — Ps. Iv. 6. 

" I found Him whom my soul loveth." — SoL Song iii 4. 

Oh, would I were as firee to rise 
As leaves on autimin's whirlwind borne, 

The arrowy light of sunset skies, — 
Or sound, or rays, or star of mom. 

Which meets in heaven at twilight's close, — 
Or aught which soars unchecked and free 

Through earth and heaven, that I might lose 

Myself in finding Thee ! 

Anon. 
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September 8. 

"The Lord my God will enlighten my darkness." — 
Ps. xviii. 28. 

** While ye have light, believe in the light, that ye may be 
the children of light." — John xii. 36. 

Fold not the personal shadows round you ; lie 
open to the gleam that pierces them ; confide in 
it as the brightest of realities, a path of heavenly 
light streaking the troubled waters of your being, 
and leading your eye to the Orb that sends it. 
. . . Be it ours to lie low beneath the blinding 
cloud and simply cry, " Lord, that I may receive 
my sight." 

Dr. Martineau. 



September 9. 

** Hope thou in God : for I shall yet praise Him." — 

Ps, xlii. II. 

Where'er my paths 
On earth shall lead. 111 keep a nesting bough 
For Hope — the song bird ; and, with cheerful step 
Hold on my pilgrimage ; remembering where 
Flowers have no autumn-languor, Eden's gate 
No flaming sword, to guard the tree of life. 

Mrs. Sigourney. 
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September io. 

** Then shall we know, if we follow on to know the Lord." 

— Hosea vi. 3. 

God has never given promise -in Scripture of an 
unclouded day. No ! the morning without clouds 
is a heavenly emblem. The earthly one is " a day 
in which the light shall neither be clear nor dark." 
The analogy of the outer world of nature teaches 
us this. Spring comes^ smiling, and pours her 
blossoms into the lap of Summer. But the skies 
lour, and the rain and battering hail descend, 
and the blossoms drop their heads and almost die. 
Summer again smiles, and the meadows look gay ; 
the flowers ring merry chimes with their leaves and 
petals, and Autumn, with glowing face, is opening 
her bosom for the expected treasure; but all at 
once Drought comes with her fiery footsteps. 
Every blade and floweret, gasping for breath, lift 
their blanched eyelids to the brazen sky ; or the 
night winds rock the laden branches, and strew the 
ground. Thus, we see, it is not one unvarying, 
unchecked progression from the opening bud to 
the matured fruit. But every succeeding month is 
scarred and mutilated by drought and moisture, 
wind and rain, storm and sunshine. Yet, never 
once has Autumn failed to gather up her golden 
sheaves; ay, and if you ask her testimony, she 
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will tell you that the very storm and wind and 
rain you dreaded as foes, were the best auxiliaries 
in filling her yellow gamers. 

Dr. Macduff. 

September ii. 

"Who shall change our vile body, that it may be 
fashioned like unto His glorious body, according to the 
working whereby He is able even to subdue all things unto 
Hunself."— /%^7. iii. 21. 

Red o'er the forest peers the setting sun ; 

The line of yellow light dies fast away 
That crowned the eastern copse; and chill and 
dun 

Falls on the moor the waning Autumn day. 

Now the tired hunter winds a parting note, 
And Echo bids good night from every glade ; 

Another month will see the calm leaves float, 
Each to his rest beneath their parent shade. 

Soon o'er their heads blithe April airs shall sing, 
A thousand wild flowers roimd them shall unfold, 

The green buds glisten in the dews of spring. 
And all be vernal rapture as of old. 

• •••••• 

Man's portion is to die and rise again. 

Keble. 
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September 12. 

"The Lord is my strength and my shield ; my heart 
trusted in Him, and I am helped." — Ps, xxviii. 7. 

" He makcth the storm a calm, so that the waves thereof 
are still. Then are they glad because they be quiet ; so He 
bringeth them unto their desired haven." — Ps, cvii. 29, 30. 

What cares the child when the mother rocks it, 

though all storms beat without ? So we, if God 

doth shield and tend us, shall be heedless of the 

tempests and blasts of life, blow they never so 

rudely. 

Beecher. 

September 13. 

*' My flesh and my heart faileth : but God is the strength of 
my heart, and my portion for ever." — Ps. bcxiii. 26. 

The years, the clouds have had their course ; 

Their mingled force 
Has bowed my heart and bent my head ; 
Sunshine and storm alike are fled, 
And in their place, a heavy grey 
Dulls all the tinting of the day. 

Shall growing light 
Follow the grey ? or deepening night ? 

What shall the futiu-e progress be 

Of life with me ? 
God knows. I roll on Him my care ; 
Night is not night, if He be there. 
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When daylight is no longer mine, 
And stars forbidden are to shine, 

I'll turn my eyes 
To where eternal day shall rise. 

September 14. 

** Thy word was iinto me the joy and rejoicmg of my heart." 

— Jer. XV. 16. 

My Bible is very precious, for it is the voice of 
the unseen God ; it offers riches to the poor, 
honour to the humble, rest to the wearied, peace 
to the troubled, protection to the fatherless, con- 
solation to the widow, bread to the hungry, water 
to the thirsty, milk to the weak, meat to the strong, 
health to the sick, and hope to the dying. It 
brings good news to all, namely, deliverance from 
sin and death, through the death and resurrection 
of our Lord Jesus Christ 

Leaflet. 

September 15. 

** For He hath said, I will never leave thee [///. never, 
never], nor forsake thee.'* — Heb. xiii. 5. 

**Lo, I am with you alway, even imto the end of the 
world.** — Matt, xxviii. 20. 

Evening shades fall fast around me ; 
Cherished ones no more surround me : 
Gone for ever ! — 
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*' I will never. 
Never leave thee nor forsake." 

Hushed are voices full of gladness. 
Must I float in lonely sadness 
Down Time's river ?— 

" I will never. 
Never leave thee nor forsake." 

Earth's most treasured joys may perish ; 
From each gourd I fondly cherish 
Death may sever ! — 

" I will never, 
Never leave thee nor forsake." 

Gates of Praise. 

September i6. 

"The evening and the morning were the first day." — 

Gen, i. 5. 

Study to make the outgoings of the morning to 
rejoice. Praise the Lord for the sun of joy when 
it rises, and for the gloom of evening as it falls. 
There is beauty both in sunrise and sunset ; sing 
of it, and glorify the Lord. Like the nightingale, 
pour forth thy notes at all hours. Believe that the 
night is as useful as the day. The dews of grace 
fall heavily in the night of sorrow. The stars of 
promise shine forth gloriously amid the darkness. 

Rev, C. H. Spurgeon. 
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September 17. 

** But there went up a mist from the earth, and watered the 
whole face of the ground." — Gen* ii. 6. 

Ye mists and exhalations, that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dusky or grey 
Till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold, 
In honour to the world's great Author rise ! 
Whether to deck with clouds the uncoloured sky 
Or wet the thirsty earth with falling showers, 
Rising or falling, still advance His praise. 
His praise, ye winds that from four quarters blow, 
Breathe soft or loud ; and wave your tops, ye 

pines, 
With every plant, in sign of worship wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble, as ye flow. 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune His praise. 
Join voices, all ye living souls : ye birds 
That singing up to heaven's-gate ascend, 
Bear on your wings and in your notes His praise ! 

Milton. 

September 18. 

** Touched with the feeling of our infirmities.** — Heb, iv. 15, 

The Son of Man had feeling — He could be 
" touched." 

The tear would start from His eyes at the sight 
of human sorrow. But that sympathy was no 

215 



exotic in His soul, beautiful to look at, too delicate 
for use. Feeling with Him led to this, " He went 
about doing good." S3rmpath7 with Him was 
this, " Grace to help in time of need." 

The s>Tnpathy of the Divine Human ! He 
knows what strength is needed; and when outward 
trials shake the soul to its very centre, then there 
comes from Him . . . "Grace to help in 
time of need." 

Rev. F. Robertson. 

September 19. 

" Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth."— ^<*. xiL 6. 

** The ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come to Zion 
with songs and everlasting joy upon their heads ; they shall 
obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall flee 
away." — /sa. xxxv. 10. 

Lo ! as the poet finds at will, 

Than tenderest words, a tenderer still 

For one beside him prest ; 
So fi*om the Lord a mercy flows, 
A sweeter balm firom Sharon's rose, 

For her that loves Him best. 

And ere the early throstles stir, 

With some sweet word fi*om God for her 

The morn returns anew, 
For her His face in the east is fair, 
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For her His breath is in the air, 
His rainbow in the dew. 

Albeit through this preluding woe 
Subdued and softly she must go, 

With half her music dumb ; 
What heavenly hopes to her belong, 
And what a rapture, what a song, 

Shall greet His kingdom come. 

T. W. Myers. 



September 20. 

" Consider the lilies of the field."— J/a//. vi. 28. 

The flowers have been printed with teachings. 
The trees, that only seem to shake their leaves 
in sport, are framing divine sentences. The birds 
tell of heaven with their love warblings in the green 
twilight. The hen clucks and broods over her 
chickens, unconscious that to the end of time she 
is part and parcel of a revelation of God to man. 
The lily, the plough, the threshing-floor all are 
consecrated priests, enrobed teachers that bring us 
thoughts of truth, contentment, hope, and love. 

Life Thoughts. 
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September 21. 

"The whole earth is at rest, and is quiet" — Isa, xiv. 7. 
** Thou hast made summer and winter," — Ps. Ixxiv. 17. 

The year grows old, summer's wild crown of roses 
Has fallen and faded in the woodland ways, 
On all the earth a tranquil light reposes 

Through the still dreamy days. 

The dew lies heavy in the early mom 
On grass and mosses sparkling crystal fair, 
And shining threads of gossamer are borne 

Floating upon the air, 

Across the leaf-strewn lanes, from bough to bough, 
Like tissue woven in a fairy loom, 
And crimsoned berried bryony 

Through the leaf-tangled gloom. 

The woods are still, but for the sudden fall 
Of cupless acorns, dropping to the ground. 
Or rabbit plunging through the fern-stems tall, 

Half startled by the sound. 

And from the garden lawn comes, soft and clear. 
The robin's warble from the leafless spray, 
The low sweet Angelus of the dying year 

Passing in light away. 

Anon. 
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September 22. 

** Call upon Me in the day of trouble : I will deliver thee, 
and thou shalt glorify Me." — Ps, 1. 15. 

Has God forbidden His children under suffer- 
ing to cry for relief? Forbid it, Lord ! We will 
go to Thee in our troubles with all simplicity, and 
make known to Thee our request for relief, in 
submission always to Thy will; and having pre- 
ferred our request, we will leave it there, in our 
Father's hands, and account that we have thence- 
forth nothing more to do with it. But find a vent 
towards God for our burdened heart we will, 
because He Himself has opened such a vent, 
when He says, " Ye people, pour out your hearts 
before Him." 

September 23. 

** Oh, when wilt Thou come unto me ? " — Ps. ci. 2. 
" Thou drewest near in the day that I called upon Thee : 
Thou saidst, Fear not." — Lam. iii. 57. 

Come to me^ Lord, when first I wake ; 
As the faint lights of morning break, 
Bid purest thoughts within me rise. 
Like crystal dewdrops to the skies. 
• • • * 

Come to me in the evening shade ; 
And if my heart from Thee have strayed, 
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Oh ! bring it back, and from afar 
Smile on me like Thine evening star. 

Come to me in the midnight hour, 
When sleep withholds her balmy power ; 
Let my lone spirit find its rest, 
Like John, upon my Saviour's breast. 

Come to vie through life's varied way ; 
And when its pulses cease to play, 
Then, Saviour, bid me come to Thee^ 
That where Thou art. Thy child may be. 

H. V. T. 



September 24. 

** At evening time it shall be light." — Zech, xiv. 7. 

Light at the evening time. 
Oh blessed hope, when on the waters dark 
Faith's straining eye can scarce discern the ark. 
And the poor dove in weary flight around 

No olive branch has found. 

Light at the evening time ! 
Oh cheering thought, when Thy mysterious ways 
Leave us, O Father, in the strange amaze 
Where faith can only anchor on that word, 
So hast Thou willed, Good Lord. 
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Light at the evening time, 
Let us walk patiently through darkness on, 
Till we arrive where clouds and storms are gone. 
And all Eternity's disclosures tell 

Thou hast done all things well. 

Anon. 

September 25. 

** We know that all things work together for good to 
them that love God, to them who are the called according to 
His purpose." — Rom, viii. 28. 

Silken cords of divine love weave together 

the whole tissue, dark or gay, of human existence, 

and make it all as a garment of God more sacred 

than prophet's mantle. 

Martineau. 

September 26. 

"He purgeth it, that it may bring forth more fruit." — 

yohn XV. 2. 

Behold this vine, 
I found it a wild tree, whose wanton strength 
Had swollen into irregular twigs 
And bold excrescences. 
And spent itself in leaves and little rings ; 
So, in the flourish of its outwardness. 
Wasting the sap and strength 
That should have given fruit. 
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But when I pruned the tree, 

Then it grew temperate in its vain expanse 

Of useless leaves, and knotted as thou seest 

Into these full, clear clusters, to repay 

The hand that wisely wounded it 

Repine not, O my son : 

In wisdom and in mercy Heaven afflicts. 

Anon. 
September 27. 

** The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, longsuffering, 
gentleness, goodness, faith." — Gal, v. 22. 

Sunshine is like love — it makes everything 
shine with its own beauty, and is like cheerfulness, 
like good temper, like " the peace of God which 
passeth all understanding," for that lightens up our 
earthly life, and leads the soul upward along the 
bright path of its rays till it reaches the ever- 
lasting home of God itself. 

Wilson. 

September 28. 

* We know that we have passed from death unto life, 
because we love the brethren." — i Jokn iii. 14. 

The clouds that wrap the setting sun 

When Autumn's softest gleams are ending. 

Where all bright hues together run, 
In sweet confusion blending — 

Why, as we watch each floating wreath. 

Seem they the breath of life to breathe ? 
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To fancy's eye their motions prove 
They mantle round the Sun for love. 

But he whose heart will bound to mark 

The full, bright burst of summer morn, 
Loves too each little dewy spark 

By leaf or floweret worn. 
Cheap forms and common hues, 'tis true, 
Through the bright shower-drop meet his view ; 
The colouring may be of this earth. 
The lustre comes of heavenly birth. 

So is it with true Christian hearts. 

Their mutual share in Jesu's blood 
An everlasting bond imparts 

Of holiest brotherhood. 
Oh, might we all our lineage prove, — 
Give and forgive, do good, and love, — 
By soft endearments in kind strife. 
Lightening the load of daily life. 

Keble. 

September 29. 

"The cup which My Father hath given Me, shall I not 

drink it ? " — John xviii. 1 1. 

There is scarcely any lot so low, but there is 
something in it to satisfy the man whom it has 
befallen; Providence having so ordered things, 
that in every man's cup, how bitter soever, there 
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are some cordial drops — some good circumstances, 
which, if wisely extracted, are sufficient for the 
purpose he wants them, that is, to make him 
contented, and, if not happy, at least resigned. 

Sterne. 

September 30. 

** Jehovah Shammah (the Lord is there)." — Ezek. xlviii. 35. 
** Speak, Lord ; for Thy servant heareth." — I Sam, iii. 9. 

No mere machine is nature. 

Wound up, and left to play ; 
No wind-harp, played at random 

By airs that idly stray j 
A Spirit sways the music, 

A Hand is on the chords. 
Oh I bow thy head and listen. 

That hand, it is the Lord's ! 
Authoress of "Schonberg Cotta Family." 



October i. 

" Thy brother shall rise again." — yohn xi. 23. 
** As the stars for ever and ever." — Dan, xii. 3. 

There is no death ! the stars go down 

To rise upon some fairer shore ; 
And bright, in heaven's jewelled crown, 
They shine for evermore. 

Lord Lytton. 
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October 2. 

" Praying always." — Eph, vi. 18. 

** Let the peace of God rule in your hearts, . . . and 
be ye thankful. "—G7/.iii. 15. 

Pray night and day, very quietly, like -a little 
weary child, to the good and loving God for every- 
thing you want, in body as well as soul ; the least 
thing as well as the greatest. Nothing is too much 
to ask God for, nothing too great for Him to grant : 
and try to thank Him for everything. Glory be to 
Thee, O Lord ! . . .In the forest, every branch 
and leaf, with the thousand living things which 
cluster on them, all worship with us. That is no 
metaphor in which the Psalmist calls on all things 
to praise God, from the monsters of the deep to 
" worms and feathered fowls." They are all wit- 
nesses of God, and every emotion of pleasure which 
they feel is an act of praise to Him. 

Canon Kingsley. 

October 3. 

** When I consider Thy heavens, the work of Thy fingers, 
the moon and the stars, which Thou hast ordained ; what is 
man, that Thou art mindful of him ? and the son of man, 
that Thou visitest him ? . . . O Lord our Lord, how 
excellent is Thy name in all the eartli ! " — Ps, viii. 3, 4, 9. 

When I behold yon arch magnificent. 
Spanning the gorgeous West, the autumnal bed. 
Where the great sun now hides his weary head, 
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With here and there a purple isle, that, rent 

From that huge cloud, their solid continent, 

Seem floating in a sea of golden light ; 

A fire is kindled in my spirit bright, 

And Fancy whispers, Such the glories lent 

To this our mortal life ! Most glowing fair, 

But built on clouds, and melting while we gaze. 

Yet since those shadowy lights sure witness bear 

Of One not seen, the undying Sun and Source 

Of good and fair, who wisely them surveys. 

Will use them well, to cheer his heavenward course. 

Keble. 
October 4. 

*' Ye shall have a song as in the night." — Isa, xxx. 29. 
** The sun was set ; and he took of the stones of that place 
and put them for his pillows." — Gen. xxviii. 1 1. 

Night brings out stars, as sorrows show us truths. 

Bailey. 

Sorrow seems sent for our instruction, as we 
darken the cages of birds when we would teach 
them to sing. 

RiCHTER. 

How calmly may we commit ourselves to the 
hands of Him who bears up the world — of Him 
who has created, and who provides for, the joys 
even of insects as carefully as if He were their 
Father. 

RiCHTER. 
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October 5. 

** In them hath He set a tabernacle for the sun, which is 
as a bridegroom coming out of his chamber, and rejoiceth as 
a strong man to run a race." — Ps, xix. 4, 5. 

** And they heard the voice of the Lord God walking in 
the garden in the cool of the day." — Gen. iii. 8. 

My eye looked round upon the vast expanse 
Of glorious nature, and my raptured vision, 
Revelling in the early daybeam's wakened glance, 
Saw rocks, and streams, and woods, like scenes 
Elysian, 
Uncurtained slowly from the realms of sleep : 
There the sun drove his golden chariot proudly. 
* * * * * * 

There was a gentle music in the air 

That hung around the mist-robed mountains, while 
A calm and quiet influence seemed to breathe 

In fragrance o'er the vales, and on the hills : 
The dews had hung up many a diamond wreath. 

On herbs and budding flowers ; and the meek rills 
Trembled at morning's first salute, and thrilled 

And murmured joy. Slowly and silently 
The vapours which the bosom of earth had filled 

Melted away in light ! the all-present eye 
Of heaven beamed brightly j and methought the day 

Looked beautiful as when an infant wakes 
From its soft slumbers ; and in every ray 
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I traced the visible Presence, dark and dim, 
But still the presence visible of Him 
At whose first call the early morning breaks 
Through twilight's curtain. 

October 6. 

** When thou passest through the waters, I will be with 
thee ; and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee.* 
— Isa, xliii. 2. 

You have been taught by sorrow to know more 

of the love and faithfulness of God than you could 

have learned in any other way ; and now you are 

called to go down into the waters with each one 

who asks your help, to show them that there is sure 

ground whereon to stand ; to show them where He 

is, who, though He may seem to be sleeping, needs 

only that they should cry out, " Lord, save us ; we 

perish." 

Sickness, its Trials and Blessings. 

October 7. 

** I am now ready." — 2 Tim. iv. 6. 

How quiet shows the woodland scene. 
Each flower and tree, its duty done, 

Reposing in decay serene. 

Like weary men, when age is won — 

Such calm old age as conscience pure 

And self-commanding hearts ensure, 
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Waiting their summons to the sky, 

Content to live, but not afraid to die. 

Keble. 
October 8. 

** The world passeth away, and the lust thereof : but he 
that doeth the wiU of Godabideth for ever."— I John ii. 17. 

The world is at best a treacherous sea. Its 
painted barks may hold on for a while their uncer- 
tain course, spreading their white wings before sum- 
mer gales and favouring breezes. But a sudden 
hurricane comes ; the waters are strewed with their 
wrecks, and " the place which once knew them 
knows them no more." But safe in the ark of God, 
steered by the heavenly Pilot, we are as secure as 
combined Omnipotence and Love can make us. 
And when earthly storms are all over, every crested 
wave of a chequered past will only endear to us 
more the haven of rest, where the tempest's voice 
will be never more either felt or feared. 

Memories of Gennesaret. 

October 9. 

**They wandered in the wilderness in a solitary way. " — 

Ps» cvii. 4. 

He led me through the wilderness 

A long and lonely way ; 
He soothed me with His tenderness. 

And fed me day by day. 
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He brought me to a quiet place, 

A sweet refreshing shade, 
Where the tall palm-trees interlace, 

And the cool shadows played. 

I slept in dreams that slumber weaves ; 

The little breezes came 
And whispered in the long palm leaves 

The Saviour's holy name. 

Oh, better far the wilderness 

And desert way to me, 
If, wandering in its loneliness, 

I should be nearer Thee. 

Nay, better far to tune the ear 

So true to Heaven's lays, 
That every common sound we hear 

May seem a hymn of praise. 

Anon. 

October io. 

** I will bring the blind by a way that they knew not ; I 
will lead them in paths that they have not known : I will 
make darkness light before them, and crooked things straight. 
These things will I do unto them, and not forsake them." — 
Isa, xlii. 1 6. 

In the cold, in the storm, in the darkness, prefer 
if ye will to wander and stumble without a com- 
forter and without a friend ; but we will grope for 
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our Father's hand ; and never have we, never hath 
any man, groped for that hand in vain, be it a little 
misfortune or a mighty agony. ... I chal- 
lenge you to say whether you have ever sought 
Him and found His promise fail ; whether you 
have ever sought Him without His holding forth to 
you in the very bitterness of death a green leaf 
from that Tree of Life that grows for the healing of 
the nations in the Paradise of God. 

Anon. 

October ii. 

"Said I not unto thee, that if thou wouldest believe, thou 
shouldest see the glory of God ? " — yi?An xi. 40. 

O thou who mournest on thy way 
With longings for the close of day, 
He walks with thee, that angel kind, 
And gently whispers, " Be resigned ; " 
Bear up, bear on, — the end shall tell 
The dear Lord ordereth all things well.. 

Anon. 

October 12. 

** Wherefore hast Thou afflicted Thy servant ? " — Num. xi. 1 1. 
We should never know the music of the harp if 
the strings were left untouched, nor enjoy the juice 
of the grape if it were not trodden in the wine- 
press, nor discover the sweet perfume of cinnamon 
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if it were not pressed and beaten, nor feel the 
warmth of fire if the coals were not utterly con- 
sumed. The wisdom and power of the Great 
Workman are discovered by the trials through 
which His vessels of mercy are permitted to pass. 

Rev. C. H. Spurgeon. 

October 13. 

*' And they took knowledge of them, that they had been 
with Jesus.*' — Actsiv, 13. 
** For our conversation is in heaven.'* — PAil, iiL 20. 

How far, — scarce heard by mortal ear, — 
Echo the notes from harps above ! 

And yet sometimes home-sounds appear 
Voices from heaven in praise and love ; 

Even these low tones some souls may bring 

Nearer to where the angels sing. 

Songs of Heaven and Home. 

For a true home is heaven begun, 
And heaven is but a perfect home. 

H. C. G. M. 

October 14. 

''By the sadness of the countenance the heart is made 

better.** — Eccles, vii. 3. 

Prosperity is the blessing of the Old Testament, 
adversity is the blessing of the New, which carrieth 
the greater benediction and the clearer revelation 
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of God's favour. Yet, even in the Old Testament, 
if you listen to David's harp, you will hear as many 
hearse-like airs as carols ; and the pencil of the 
Holy Ghost hath laboured more in describing the 
afflictions of Job than the felicities of Solomon. 
Prosperity is not without many fears and distastes, 
and adversity is not without comforts and hopes. 
We see in needleworks and embroideries it is more 
pleasing to have a lively work upon a sad and 
solemn ground, than to have a dark and melan- 
choly work upon a lightsome background. Judge, 
therefore of the pleasure of the heart by the plea- 
sure of the eye. Certainly virtue is like precious 
odours, most fragrant when they are incensed or 
crushed ; for prosperity doth best discover vice, 
but adversity doth best discover virtue. 

Bacon. 

October 15. 

" While the earth remaineth, seedtime and harvest, cold 
and heat, and summer and winter, and day and night shall 
not cease." — Gen. viii. 22. 

" He left not Himself without witness, in that He did good, 
and gave us rain from heaven, and fruitful seasons." — Acts 
xiv. i7« 

So bright, so sweet, the Autumn days ! 
October suns o'er hill and plain 
Pour their soft radiance down \ 
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Still stand the trees at early mom, 
Here green, and there all tossed and torn 
By western mists and gales, and tinged with brown. 

The smooth geranium-fringfed lawn 
Glitters with dew against the dawn. 
Fallen leaves lie by the flowers ; 
The air is sweet with mignionette; 
And here the tufted violet. 
With blossoms rare, remind of April hours. 

The thrush upon the beeches tall 
With tuning notes begins to call. 

And robins music make ; 
Sweet sounds to sound through winter's gloom, 
Lest song should die ere spring shall come 
And the full chorus of the woodland wake. 

******* 

To your Master's praise, 
Light, sound, and fragrance pour 
Glad songs of hope, bright works of love. 

Arthur E. Moule, B.D. 

October i6. 

** Wherefore, if God so clothe the grass of the field, which 
to day is, and to morrow is cast into the oven, shall He not 
much more clothe you, O ye of little faith ? " — MatU vi. 30. 

There is not an object, be it pebble or pearl, 
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weed or rose, the flower-spangled sward beneath, 
or the star-spangled sky above, a worm or an angel, 
a drop of water or a boundless ocean, in which we 
may not discerti and adore the Providence of Him 
who assumed our nature that He might save our 
souls. Let me show you Providence in a snow- 
drop, a flower we all know and love, and hail as 
the harbinger of spring. Now the fructification of 
the snowdrop depends, if I may so say, on the 
modesty with which it hangs its beautiful head. 
Let it look up with the pride of a lily, and it 
perishes from the face of the earth. But God has 
provided against such an event. Wonderful and 
instructive, as teaching us how the greatest and 
smallest things in Providence have often mutual 
and important connections; this vast globe and 
that little flower, in regard to their weight, have 
been calculated the one so to suit the other that 
its bells are, and must be, pendent, without which 
they produce no fruit. The comfort of God's 
people rests on the conviction that the Lord 
reigneth, that His hand rules every event. See 
then how God takes care of a humble flower, how 
much more of you and of your families, O ye, of 
little faith. 

Rev. Dr. Guthrie. 
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October 17. 

" How excellent is Thy lovingkindness, O God !- therefore 
the children of men pat their trust under the shadow of Thy 
wings." — Ps, xxxvi. 7. 

Tis easy to repose 
Beneath the Almight/s wings when they are seen 
Bright and refulgent, flashing in the light 
Of His own goodness and transcendent love ; 
Not so, when deepening shadows only seem 
To fall upon the path ! But then the time 
For faith to take her slumbering harp and sing 
How excellent Thy loving-kindness, Lord ! 
Therefore beneath the shadow of Thy wings 
Thy children put their trust 

Wells of Baca. 

October 18. 

" I am the Lord in the midst of the earth." — Exod, viii. 22. 

" I saw also the Lord sitting upon a throne, high and lifted 
up, and His train filled the temple. . . . And one cried 
unto another, and said, Holy, holy, holy, is the Lord ot 
hosts : the whole earth is fuU of His glory.** — Is<u vi. 1,3. 

This fair earth is recognised to be a mighty 
parable, a glorious Shechinah. Its manifold forms 
and hues are the outer folds, the waving skirts and 
fringes of that garment of light in which the In- 
visible has robed His mysterious loveliness. There 
is not a leaf, nor a flower, nor a dewdrop, but bears 
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His image, and reveals to us far deeper things of 
God than do final causes or evidences of design. 

Hugh Macmillan, LL.D. 

October 19. 

** Ye shall be sorrowful, but your sofrow shall be turned 

into joy.** — John xvi. 20. 

Tell me, ye favoured ones, and wise. 

Who joy in nature's loveliness, 
What forms, what hues in earth or skies 

Doth Beauty most delight to bless ? 
Comes she on Autumn's sounding wing, 
Or on the frolic breath of Spring ? 

Dwells she beneath that banner bright 
That o'er the car of Morning streams. 

Or trembling in the wan moonlight, 

When faint the rose of Evening gleams ? 

Kindles her eye with Hope's full blaze. 

Or melts in Memory's lingering gaze ? 

If right I guess, our hearts beguiling. 
By turns she pours her fairy glance 

Now through the haze of sorrow, smiling, 
Now fixed in faith's prophetic trance. 

Still luring us to heaven, our home. 

By bliss gone by, or bliss to come. 

Keble, Miscellaneous Poems. 
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"* A-nnng wzcsn, ye it=n£ Xi ligia ia. Ac wn^dJ" — /%i21 n. 15. 

Aicocg the Alps, vben the day is done, and 
twilight and darkness aze aeepb^ over fold and 
hamlet in the valleys bek>v, Monte Rosa and 
Mont Blanc nse up hr above the darkness, catch- 
ing from the retreating smi something of his lig^t, 
flashed with rose colour exquisite beyond all 
words or pencil or paint, growing like the gate of 
hearen. 

Royal Tritths. 



October 21. 

*' God my Maker, who gireth songs in the nigfat."- 

There are songs in the merry springtime, 
There are songs at the rosy dawn. 

And songs ring out their welcome 
When the new yoimg life is bom. 

There is joy in the sparkling daylight, 

And voices are all in tune : 
We can sing in the calm sweet morning, 

We can sing in the summer noon. 
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But night, with its darkling shadows 
Where the chilly earth-dews cling, 

What magic touch of gladness 
Can make the silence sing ? 

• There's One who once walked in the darkness, 
Forsaken and all alone ; ^ 

And He left there a voice of singing 
Which He giveth to His own. 

He giveth ! Ah yes. He giveth, 
You can read the mystery now ; 

He who strikes the joyous keynote 
Where the circling seraphs bow. 

October 22. 

** Now no chastening for the present seemeth to be joyous, 
but grievous : nevertheless afterward it yieldeth the peaceable 
fruit of righteousness unto them which are exercised there- 
by." — I/ed. xii. II. 

As musicians sometimes go through perplexing 
mazes of discord in order to come to the inexpres- 
sible sweetness of after chords, so men's discords 
of trouble and chromatic jars, if God be their 
leader, are only preparing for a resolution into such 
harmonious strains as could never have been raised 
except upon such undertones. Anon. 
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October 23. 

•• Charity [love] never faileth."— I Cor, xiii. 8. 

StiU, though earth was faded, and a gloom was 

there, 
Never dulled or faded was that cloudlet fair ; 
For it ever sailed up so close to heaven 
That nothing could have failed of the beauty given. 

Like the cloud, keep union with the pure and high, 

Be thy communion beyond the sky ; 

So all love and graces, and a light divine. 

Shall have pleasant places in that heart of thine. 

* * • • • 

If trouble and if sadness be around, above, 
Thou wilt drink deep gladness from thy heaven of 
love. 

October 24. 

** In Thy light shall we see light."— -ft. xxxvi. 9. 

Our Lord God is like a printer, who sets the 

letters backwards. We see and feel Him set the 

types here, but we cannot read them. When we 

are printed off yonder, in the life to come, we shall 

read all clear and straightforward Meantime we 

must have patience. 

Luther, 
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October 25. 

* ' He shall not be afraid of evil tidings : his heart is fixed, 
trusting in the Lord." — Ps» cxii. 7. 

When fears for days to come arise 
Like winds that moan through darkening skies, 
When evil tidings fill the air 
Like blasts that tell the hurricane near, 
In Thee, my Shield, my Tower, 
I shun the tempest's power, 
And sunshine cheers the soul ; the sky is calm and 
fair. 

Songs of Heaven and Home. 



October 26. 

** And God said, Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb 
yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding fruit after his kind, 
whose seed is in itself, upon the earth : and it was so. " — 
Gen, i. 1 1. 

Nature is infinitely more wonderful than the 
highest art \ and in the commonest hedgeside leaf 
lies a mystery and beauty greater than that of the 
greatest picture, the noblest statue — as infinitely 
greater as God's work is infinitely greater than 
man's. 

KiNGSLEY. 
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OCTOCFR 27. 

** Able to do exceeding abundantly above all that we can 
ask or think." — Eph, iii. 20, 

Thou hast prayed for much 

In the time thafs past, 
Thou must still pray on, 

For thy wants come fast ; 
Now ask what ye will 

From His boundless store, 
For the Lord is able 

To give much more. 

Hold out thy empty hand, 

And He will fill it \ 
Tell Him thy vexing care. 

And He will still it. 
Now take what ye will 

From His boundless store. 
For the Lord is willing 

To give much more. 

Restful Rhythms. 



October 28. 

** And Jacob called the name of the place Peniel : for I 
have seen God face to face, and my life is preserved." — Gen, 
xxxii. 30. 

**Be still, and know that I am God."— /'j. xlvi. lo 
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There is not a turning or a nook in the most in- 
tricate life, that is not more or less a Peniel, where 
we saw the face of God, and God spared us. There 
is not a stage in life, nor a step in your wanderings 
nor an eddy in the stream, nor a nook in your 
story, however perplexed and intricate, in which 
God has not been ordering, guiding, directing, 

leading, as if He had nothing else to do. 

Anon. 

October 29. 

** I call to remembrance my song in the night." — Ps, 
Ixxvii. 6. 

** In the night His song shall be with me." — Ps, xlii. 8. 

He comes down into the darkness 
With His torch of living light ; 

He wakes the sleeping echoes, 
-4nd songs are sung at night. 

Is the midnight closing round you ? 

Are the shadows dark and long ? 
Ask Him to come close beside you, 

And He'll give you a new, sweet song. 

Hell give it and sing it with you ; 

And when weakness lets it down, 
He'll take up the broken cadence 

And blend it with His own. 
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While another, and yet another 
Shall sing the same sweet lays, 

Because He came close beside you 
And taught you how to praise. 

So the darkness and the singing 
Shall be strangely mingled still. 

Till you see the eternal daylight 
That shines upon Zion's hill. 



October 30. 

**Your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of all 

these things." — Matt, vi. 32. 

Many tWnk that God takes no thought for any- 
thing less than a star or a mountain, and is un- 
mindful of the little things of life ; but when I go 
abroad, the first thing which I see is the grass be- 
neath my feet, and, nestling in that, flowers smaller 
yet, and lower still the mosses with their incon- 
spicuous blooms, which beneath the microscope 
glow with beauty. And if God so cares for " the 
grass of the field," which to-day is,' and to-morrow 
is cast into the oven, shall He not much more care 
for the minutest things of your life, O ye of little 
faith. 

Life Thoughts. 
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October 31. 

" Jesus wept." — John ix. 35. 

When the pangs of trial seize us, 
When the waves of sorrow roll, 
I will lay my head on Jesus, 
Refuge of the troubled soul. 
Surely none can feel like Thee, 
Weeping One of Bethany ! 

" Jesus wept ! " — that tear of sorrow 

Is a legacy of love, 
Yesterday — to-day — to-morrow — 
He the same doth ever prove. 
Thou art all in all to me, 
Living One of Bethany ! 

Wells of Baca. 

November i. 

" Now we see through a glass, darkly ; but then face to 
face : now I know in part ; but then shall I know even as 
also I am known.** — I Cor» xiii. 12. 

** On either side the river, was there the tree of life, which 
bare twelve manner of fruits, and yielded her fruit every 
month : and the leaves of the tree were for the healing of 
the nations." — Rev, xxil 2. 

Down below, the wild November, whistling 
Through the beeches' dome of burning red, 

And the Autumn sprinkling penitential 
Dust and ashes on the chestnut's head. 
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up above, the tree with leaf unfading, 

By the everlasting river's brink, 
And the sea of glass, beyond whose margin 

Never yet the sun was known to sink. 

Down below, a sad, mysterious music. 
Wailing through the woods and on the shore, 

Burdened with a grand mysterious secret 
That keeps sweeping from us evermore. 

Up above, a music that entwineth 

With eternal threads of golden sound 
The great poem of the strange existence, 

All whose wondrous meaning hath been found. 
Very Rev. William Alexander, 
Bishop of Derry. 

November 2. 

** All things were made by Him ; and without Him was 
not anything made that was made." — John i. 3. 

" The Word was made flesh, and dwelt among us, (and we 
beheld His glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the 
Father,) full of grace and truth.*' — John i. 14. 

I feel how inadequate are words to grasp the 
inconceivable perfection and glory of the Divine 

< 

handiwork. It matters not what the structure be : 
it may be the bony casket that shields the brain of 
man ; it may be the cells that make up the petals 
of a painted flower ; it may be the needles of a 
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sponge picked from the mud of a tide-forsaken 
rockj the inimitable, unapproachable, incompre- 
hensible impress of Deity is there. Augustine says, 
"The soul bending over the things Thou hast 
made, and passing on to Thee who hast made 
them, there finds its refreshment and true strength." 
Thus would I desire to contemplate the works 
of God, as bringing to my sense ever fresh proofs 
of His all-pervading care, of His wondrous skill 
and wisdom, of His glorious majesty and power. 
Above all, they are the productions of the august 
Word : it is not that they were made by One who 
is infinitely great, but far removed from me, so 
that I can only reverently admire Him at an im- 
measurable distance. No; they are the produc- 
tions of the mind and hand of Him who, in His 
unfathomable love, came down and took hold of 

my nature. 

GossE, " Sea and Land." 

November 3. 

" And in the fourth watch of the night Jesus went unto 
them, walking on the sea." — Matt, xiv. 25. 

" O thou of little faith, wherefore didst thou doubt ? *' — 
Matt, xiv. 31. 

Oh, trust thyself to Jesus 

When daily cares perplex, 
And trifles seem to gain a power 

Thy inner soul to vex. 
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Then is the hour for grasping 
His hand who walked the sea; 

Then is the time for singing, 
" He makes it cahn for me." 

Oh, trust thyself to Jesus 

When faith is dim and weak, 
And the very One thou needest 

Thou canst not rise to seek ; 
Then is the hour for singing, 

That He hath come to thee ; 
Then is the time for singing. 

His touch hath healM me. 



November 4, 

" But the mercy of Ihe Lord is from ererlasting to ever- 
lasting." — Pi, ciii. 17. 

If it is true that those heavens, which were 
created by God's powerful word, are so far away 
above our heads, let us remember that it is written 
in the Bible that "as the heaven is high above the 
earth, so great is His mercy toward them that 
fear Him." For God, one mystery corresponds 
with another mystery, the mystery of His infinite 
power to the mystery of His infinite love. The 
more you see that lie is great beyond all that 
you can even conceive, the more ought you to 



know and to feel that His mercy and compassion 

are also infinitely beyond your thoughts; for we 

are told that " the Lord is good to all and His 

tender mercies are over all His works" (Ps. 

cxlv. 9). 

Prof. Gaussen. 

November 5. 

** For we know in part, and we prophesy in part. But 
when that which is perfect is come, then that which is in 
part shall be done away." — I Cor, xiii. 9, 10. 

Where are the countless crystals, 

So perfect and so bright, 
That robed in softest ermine 

The winter day and night ? 
Not lost ! for, life to many a root. 
They rise again in flower and fruit 

Where are the mighty forests, 

And giant ferns of old. 
That in primeval silence 

Strange leaf and frond unrolled ? 
Not lost ! for now they shine and blaze 
The light and warmth of Christmas days. 

Where, where are all God's lessons. 
His teachings dark or bright ? 
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Not lost ! but only hidden 

Till, in eternal light, 
We see, while at His feet we fall, 
The reasons and results of all. 

F. R. Havergal. 

November 6. 

"Now He that hath wrought us for the selfsame thing is 
God.'*— 2 Cor, V. 5. 

'* He shaU bring forth the headstone thereof with shoutings, 
crying, Grace, grace unto it." — Zcch, iv. 7. 

What is it ? It is only a bare block of granite, 
jutting out of the cliff; and its happiness is the 
happiness of death. By-and-by comes the miner, 
and with strong and repeated strokes he drills a 
hole in its top, and the rock says, "What does 
this mean?" Then the black powder is poured 
in, and with a blast that makes the mountain echo, 
the block is blown asunder, and goes crashing 
down into the valley. "Ah!" it exclaims as it 
falls, "why this rending? Then come saws to 
cut and fashion it ; and, humbled now, and willing 
to be nothing, it is borne away from the mountain 
and conveyed to the city. Now it is chiselled and 
polished till at length, finished in beauty, by block 
and tackle it is raised with mighty hoistings, high 
in air, to be the topstone on some monument of 
the country's glory. So God Almighty casts a 
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man down when He wants to chisel him ; and the 
chiselling is always to make him something finer 
and better than he was before. 

Life Thoughts. 

November 7. 

" And it shall come to pass, when I bring a doud over 
the earth, that the bow shall be seen in the cloud . . . 
And I will look upon it that I may remember the ever- 
lasting covenant." — Gen, ix. 14, 16. 

Lord of our souls ! Thou Saviour ever dear, 
Be still our Rainbow in the clouds of life; 

In Thy pure sunlight melt each rising tear, — 
Our Arch of triumph in the scenes of strife. 

Radiant with mercy, calm the sinking heart, 
And beam through sorrow's night and suffering's 
gloom, 
A deathless Iris that will not depart. 

But shine with hues unfading o'er the tomb !" 

Montgomery. 

November 8. 

" He doth not afflict willingly nor grieve the children of 
men." — Lam, iii. 33. 

"That we might be partakers of His holiness." — Heb, 
xii. 10. 

God does not wish pain, but goodness— not 
suflfering, but you yourself, your heart. 

Rev. F. Robertson. 
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November 9. 

So He bringeth them unto their desired haven." — 

Fs, cviL 30. 

After tired tossing, 

Fighting with foam ; 
After waves washing, 

Haven and home. 

After wound-fever, 

Healing and balm ; 
After winds warring. 

Quiet and calm. 

After hard rowing, 

Resting the hand ; 
After long sowing, 

Reaping the land. 

After dark dungeon, 

The hill top free ; 
After earth, heaven — 

What wiU it be ? 

Restful Rhythms. 

November 10. 

< 

'hy righteousness is like the great mountains ; thy 
judgments are a great deep." — Fs, xxxvi. 6. 

\.s the believer gazes up to the heavens, he sees 
tten on their blue vault, " God is mercy," " God 
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IS love.'* He looks to the clouds as they gather, 
gradually dimming and darkening the azure ; biit 
He sees them spanned with the bow of " faithful- 
ness." He looks to the mountains, their tops 
resting amid these clouds and rainbow-tints ; and 
beholds them radiant with "justice," stable, im- 
mutable rectitude. He gazes down into the depths 
of the lake sleeping at their base, and reflecting 
their forms in its unruffled mirror. He sinks his 
plummet-line, but in vain ! It is unfathomable. 
" Thy judgments " (Thy providential dealings) are 
"a great deep." God*s righteousness, like the 
great mountains, is visible ; patent to the gaze. 
But His judgments are often like the lake beneath. 
Their unsounded mysteries lie beyond mortal ken, 
far down below. We cannot penetrate beyond the 
surface : they are " a great deep." 

Palms of Elim. 



November ii. 

'* It is I ; be not afraid." — AfarJ^ vi. 50. 

When I sink down in gloom or fear, 

Hope blighted or delayed, 
Thy whisper, Lord, my heart shall cheer : — 

" 'Tis I j be not afraid." 
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Or, startled at some sudden blow, 

If fretful thoughts I feel, 
" Fear not, it is but I ! '' shall flow 

As balm my wound to heal. 

Nor will I quit Thy way, though foes 

Some onward path defend ; 
From each rough voice the watchword goes, 

" Be not afraid ! . . . a friend ! " 

Anon. 

November 12. 

"Watchman, what of the night? . . . The morning 
Cometh." — Isa. xxi. 1 1, 12. 

** God, who commanded the light to shine out of darkness, 
hath shined in our hearts, to give the light of the knowledge 
of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ" — 2 Cor, iv. 6. 

So have I seen the sun with a little ray of distant 
light challenge all the powers of darkness, and with- 
out violence or noise climbing up the hill, hath 
made night so to retire, that its memory was lost 
in the joys and sprightliness of the morning." 

Bishop Taylor. 



November 13. 

Thine ears shaU hear a word behind thee, saying. 
This is the way, walk ye in it." — Isa, xxx. 21. 

*• He led them forth by the right way, that they might 
go to a city of habitation." — Ps, cvii. 7. 
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My soul is still, 
For my Father lives ; 

His holy will 
All my future weaves. 

Shall I pain endure ? 
Shall my heart rejoice ? 

Calmly in both 
Shall I hear His voice. 

His love keeps watch 
WTiile He deals to me, 

With loving hand, 
What my cross shall be. 

Were this world my home, 
'Twere a weary lot ; 

No joy for me • 

Where my Lord is not. 

O blessed spark 
Of undying Love, 

Lighten my path 
To tlie home above ; 

That 'when all seems dark 
My comfort may be. 

My Father lives 
And He loveth me. 

From the German. 
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November 14. 

** Then shall all the trees of the wood rejoice before the 

Lord." — Ps. xcvi 12, 13. 

You have been into the woods some fine after- 
noon or evening ; in the deep glades what a field 
of green and gold it is, the arrowy beams of slant- 
ing light lying on the green floor. . . . Then 
comes twilight in the old woods, and you hear the 
low, soft breath running along the boughs— low 
and sweet the sighing of the soft wind among the 
tree-tops. What a solitude ; what mysteries come 
and hide in the dark embosoming boughs. There 
flits the solitary bird ; there at the feet murmurs the 
bubbling spring; and the trees seem to hold 
mystic converse with each other, they seem to 
haf e a secret you long to learn, a mystery you 
long to read — those woods, those venerable old 
forest patriarchs. 

Rev. Paxton Hood. 

November 15. 

** Casting all your care upon Him;Tor He careth for you.*' — 

I Pet V. 7. 

In the silent hours of night, 
When youVe longing for the light. 
When no friend is near to thee. 
Think then, " Thou God seest me," 
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And on Jesus 
Cast your care, and leave it there. 

Yes ! on Jesus cast your sorrow, 
Leave in simple faith the morrow ; 
True relief will Jesus give, 
Why not look to Him and live ? 

Now on Jesus 
Cast your care, and leave it there. 

Anon. 

November i6. 

" Rest in the Lord, and wait patiently for Him." — 

Ps, xxxvii. 7. 

Be silent to God, and let Him mould thee ; 
keep still, and He will mould thee to the right 

"^^P^- Luther. 

November 17. 

** As the swallow by flying." — Prov, xxvi. 2. 

* * Though ye have lien among the pots, yet shall ye be as 
the wings of a dove covered with silver, and her feathers with 
yellow gold." — Ps, Ixviii. 13. 

** The land that is very far off." — Isa, xxx. 17. 

Speed thine airy, rapid flight. 
Bird of passage, swift as light ; 
When migration-time is come, 
How thou seek'st thy brighter home ! 
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Not an instant here delaying, 

Nought thy meteor progress staying. 

From these fickle cHmates fly 

To yon fair, serener sky, 

Where nor cold nor cloud shall sever 

Thee from sportive gladness ever. 

Thus in thee myself I view j 
I'm a bird of passage too. 
Teach, oh ! teach me lo sustain 
Ceaseless flight through storm and rain. 
And to trust my Guide to bring 
All my food while oa the wing. 

H. V. T. 



November i8, 

" Teach me (o do Thy will ; for Thou art my God ! 1 
Spirit is good ; lead me into ihe land of uprightness." — . 

" Who is among you that feareth the Lord, that obey 
the voice of His servant, that walkcth in darkness, and h 
no light ? let him trust in the name of the Lord, and i 
upon his God." — /la. L lo. 

None of God's appointments will seem grieve 
to us, if we remember that the wiii of God nc 
differs from the love of Cod. If we fear not 
rest on the one, we may fearlessly and fully acc< 
the other. • • • • 
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It is a striking assertion, " They went through 
the flood on foot " (the very place where we might 
expect nothing but trembling and terror, anguish 
and dismay) : " There," says the Psalmist, " did 
we rejoice in Him ! " 



Anon. 



November 19. 



** The earth moumeth and languiftheth ; . . . Bashan 
and Cannel shake off their fruits." — Isa, xxxiii. 9. 

The mellow year is hasting to its close, 
The little birds have almost sung their last. 

The patient beauty of the scentless rose, 

Oft with the mom*s hoar crystal quaintly glassed, 
Hangs, a pale mourner, for the summer past. 

And makes a little summer where it grows. 

The russet leaves obstruct the straggling way 
Of oozy brooks, which no deep banks define ; 

And the gaunt woods, in ragged, scant array. 
Wrap their old limbs with sombre ivy-twine. 

Coleridge. 

November 20. 

** Except a com of wheat fall into the ground and die, it 
abideth alone : but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.** — 
yohn xii. 24. 

Even the " house appointed for all living " has 
a sunlit side. It is a resting-place, a cemetery, a 
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sleeping-place. I can hear in the depths ot its 
silent chambers the lingering echoes of the voice 
of Jesus, " I am the Resurrection and the Life ; " 
and if we appeal to nature (its autumn, its sleep, 
and its changes) for witnesses that all must die, we 
can educe no unimpressive intimations from the 
same lesson-book that all will live. The bud 
peeping from the hard bark of the tree, the rose 
emerging from the dry root, the winged insect from 
its chrysalis, are eloquent premonitions of death 
evolving life and immortality. Even decay itself 
has tints of life ; the leaves that fall in autumn turn 
golden as they drop, and the icicles suspended 
from the eaves of our houses reflect the glories of 
the rainbow and the sheen of palaces beyond the 
skies, as if to teach us to read resurrection lessons 
on the trophies and monuments of death. 

Dr. Gumming. 

November 21. 

• * Thou shalt weep no more : He will be very gracious 
unto thee at the voice of thy cry ; when He shall hear it, He 
will answer thee.** — Isa, xxx. 19. 

" Weep not ! Jesus heareth thee, 
Hears thy moanings broken. 
Hears when thou right wearily 
All thy grief hast spoken. 
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Raise thy cry, 

He is nigh. 
Everything on earth be shaken, 
Thou wilt never be forsaken. 

" Weep not ! Jesus healeth thee ; 
He shall come and surely save ; 
And each sorrow thou shalt see 
Lie buried in thy grave. 
Sin shall die, 
Grief shall fly. 
Thou hast wept thy latest tears 
When the Lord of life appears." 

Lyra Germanica. 



November 22. 

* * The Lord is good, a stronghold in the day of trouble ; and 
He knoweth them that trust in Him." — Nah, i. 7. 

We need a trust that shall take hold upon God 
with such a large belief of His love and constancy 
as shall carry us right on over rough as well as 
smooth ground, right on through light and dark- 
ness, right on through sickness, bereavement, loss, 
trouble, and long-pressing afflictions. 

Summer of the Soul. 
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November 23. 

'* And he went on his waj rcjoicb^.'' — Acts riiL 591 

Or if perchance a saddened heart 

That once was gay, and felt the spring. 

Cons slowly o'er its altered task. 
In sorrow and remorse to sing. 

Thy gracious care will send that way 
Some spirit full of glee, yet taught 

To bear the sight of dull decay. 

And nurse it with all pitying thought 

Cheerful as soaring lark, and mild 
As evening blackbird's fuU-toned lay. 

When the relenting sun has smiled 
Bright through a whole December day. 

How timely then a comrade's song 
Comes floating on the mountain air. 

And bids thee yet be bold and strong ; 
Fancy may die, but Faith is there. 

Anon. 

November 24. 

** If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts nnto 
your children, how much more shall your Father which is in 
heaven give good things to them that ask Him." — Matt, 
vii. II. 
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Glorious promise ! so free ! Free as the air of 
heaven to those who will but come forth and 
breathe it. Free as the rivers of the earth to those 
who will but dip a cup in them and slake their 
thirst. Then come forthwith and claim this mighty 
boon. Come with strong desire. Let the heart 
speak rather than the mouth. Come in steadfast 
faith, fastening your whole soul on that solemn 
asseveration, "Yea, let God be true, and every 
man a liar." And lo ! your word is a word of 
power. Before you call He answers, and while 
you are yet speaking He hears. 

Dean Goulburn. 



November 25. 

** Shew me Thy wajrs, O Lord ; teach me Thy paths. 
Lead me in Thy truth, and teach me." — Ps, xxv. 4, 5. 

I love to feel that I am taught, 

And, as a little child. 
To note the lessons I have learnt 

In passing through the wild ; 
For I am sure God teaches me, 

And His own gracious hand 
Each varying page before me spreads. 

By love and wisdom planned. 
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His loving teaching cannot fail ; 

And we shall know at last 
Each task that seemed so hard and strange, 

When learning-time is past. 
Where, where are all God's lessons, 

His teachings dark or bright ? 
Not lost, but only hidden. 

Till, in eternal light, 
We see, while at His feet we fall, 
The reasons and results of all. 

F. R. Havergal. 



November 26. 

"As thy days, so shall thy strength be." — Deut, xxxiii. 25. 

The beautiful peculiarity in this promise is, that 
God apportions His grace to the nature and the 
season of trial. He does not forestall or advance a 
supply of grace ; but when the needed season and 
exigency comes, then the appropriate strength and 
support are imparted. He does not send the bow 
before the cloud j but when the cloud appears the 
bow is seen in it. He gives sustaining grace for a 
trying day, and dying grace for a dying day. 

Bow IN THE Cloud. 
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November 27. 

"Return unto thy rest, O my soul; for the Lord hath dealt 
bountifully with thee." — Ps. cxvi. 7. 

Be Still, my soul : the Lord is on thy side ; 

Bear patiently thy cross of grief and pain ; 
Leave to thy God to order and provide, 

In every change He faithful will remain. 
Be still, my soul : thy best, thy Heavenly Friend 
Through thorny ways leads to a ]oyf\A end. 
Thy hope, thy confidence, upon Him cast ; 
All now mysterious shall be bright at last. 

Hymns from the Land of Luther. 

November 28. 

" The mercy of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting 
upon them that fear Him, and His righteousness unto chil- 
dren's children." — Ps. ciii. 17. 

**I will sing of the mercies of the Lord for ever." — Fs, 
Ixxxix. I. 

** The Lord grant unto him that he may find mercy of the 
Lord in that day." — 2 Tim. i. 18. 

The mercy of God ! It is a brief sentence. It 
can be lisped by a child ; but the archangel can- 
not fathom it. * * * * * 
The very word " God," suggests care, kindness, 
goodness ; the very idea of God in His infinity, is 
infinite care, infinite kindness, infinite goodness. 

Anon. 
265 



November 29. 

" StFO^^Uieiied with all migbt, according to His glorioos 
power, luito all padence and longsafiering with jojrfulness.** 
— Col. L II. 

''Let patience have her perfect woik, that ye may be 
perfect and entire, wanting nothing." — Jctnus L 4. 

We need Thy Patience, Lord, — 

Patience for every day. 
To work our work appointed. 

To wait, and watch, and pray. 
Lord, perfect Thy sweet Patience 

In our impatient hearts. 
Till every fretful murmur 

With every fear departs. 

Restful Rhythms. 



November 30. 

** That which thou sowest is not quickened, except it die. 
— I Cor. XV. 36. 

"Though our outward man perish, yet the inward is 
renewed day by day." — 2 Cor. iv. 16. 

The circumstances of a life which are outwardly 
calamitous may be inwardly only the stages of a 
progressive development j^^^ Matheson. 

Then shall we know that the dark scenes were 
dark with light too bright for mortal eye ; the sor- 
row turning into dearest joys, when seen to be the 
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filling up of Christ'? ; who withholds not from us 
His own crown, bidding us drink of His cup and 
be baptized with His baptism, and saying to our 
reluctant hearts, "What I do, thou knowest not 
now, but thou shalt know hereafter." 

Life of Hinton, p. i86. 

December i. 

** Man goetb forth unto his work and to his labour until the 
evening." — Ps, civ. 23. 

**The sun shall be no more thy light by day ; neither for 
brightness shall the moon give light untto thee : but the Lord 
shall be unto thee an everlasting light, and thy God thy 
glory." — Isa, Ix. 19. 

The hours of the day are over, and softly the 

season of light 
Goes out in a golden glory, and fades from our 

ravished sight. 
Eve is the season of rest, the season of thought 

and repose ; 
The over-wrought toilers hail it, herald of balm 

for their woes. 
Beautiful gates of the sunset ! ornate with crimson 

and gold, 
Like the tapestried tent of a monarch, their bars of 

pearl unfold ; 
Far up in heaven they open, bidding earth's light 

grow dim, 
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That the children of man may gather, and sing 
their evening hymn. 

Homeward ! I hear it whispered on each dying 
breath of the breeze ; 

'Tis the burden of the sunset with its choral sym- 
phonies. 

Every night brings us nearer, nearer, and every 
departing sun 

Bids us take heart, and labour, for soon will our 
our work be done* 

Anon. 



December 2. 

** Take no thought for the morrow : for the morrow shall 
take thought for the things of itself. Sufficient unto the day 
is the evil thereof." — Matt, vi. 34. 

The shadow of an evil that we anticipate, pro- 
jected into the present, is vastly blacker, darker, 
and more portentous than the original itself. The 
right way is to let to-morrow's ills sleep quietly till 
to-morrow's sun shall wake them. . . . If we 
drag to-morrow's difficulties into to-day, we have 
a double day's work for a single day's strength, and 
it is no wonder that we are depressed, distracted, 
and cast down. 

Dr. Gumming. 
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How well, my soul, God's hand controls 

Whatever thou fearest ; 
Round Him in calmest -music rolls 

Whatever thou hearest. 

And that cloud itself, which now before thee 

Lies dark in view, 
Shall with beams of light from the inner glory 

Be stricken through. 

Sacred Lyrics, 



December 3. 

** The Lord is good unto them that wait for Him, to the 
soul that seeketh Him."— Z«/w. iii. 25. 

** Let patience have her perfect work." — Jas, i. 4. 

From the lowest depth, there is a path to the 
loftiest height T. Carlyle. 

He hath taught me one sweet lesson, 

I have learnt it not too late ; 
There is service for the feeblest 

That only stand and wait. 

None e'er shall lack a service, 

Who only seek His will ; 
And He doth teach His children 

To suffer and be still. 

269 



In love's deep fount of treasures 
Such precious things are stored, 

Laid up for you, O blessed. 
That wait upon the Lord. 



Anon. 



December 4. 

'* Although thou sayest thou shalt not see Him, yet judg- 
ment is before Him; therefore trust thou in Him," — Job 
XXXV. 14. 

We who see such small segments of the mighty 
cycles of God's providence, often imagine some to 
be failures which He does not. . . . If we 
could see a larger arc of the great providential cycle 
we might sometimes rejoice when we weep. But 
God giveth not account of any of His matters. We 
must trust to His wisdom. 

Dr. Livingstone. 

December 5. 

" The earth is full of Thy riches."— /'j. dv. 24. 

To us, through every star, through every blade 
of grass, is not a God made visible, if we will open 
our minds and eyes ? r^ Carlyle. 

We thank Thee, Lord, for this fair earth, 
The glittering sky, the silver sea ; 

For all their beauty, all their worth. 
Their light and glory, come from Thee. 
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Yet teach us still how far more fair, 
More glorious, Father, in Thy sight, 

Is one pure deed, one holy prayer. 

One heart that owns Thy Spirit's might. 

So, while we gaze with thoughtful eye 
On all the gifts Thy love has given, 

Help us in Thee to live and die. 

By Thee to rise from earth to heaven. 

Church Hymns. 

December 6. 

" Thy kingdom is an everlasting kingdom, and Thy domi- 
nion endureth throughout all generations.** — Ps. cxlv. 13. 

** The lot is cast into the lap ; but the whole disposing 
thereof is of the Lord.*' — Prov, xvi. 33. 

By the storms of circumstance unshaken. 
And subject neither to eclipse nor wane, 
Duty exists ; immutably survive 
For our support the measures and the forms 
Which an abstract Intelligence supplies. 
Whose kingdom is where time and space are not. 

Wordsworth. 
December 7. 

** When Christ, who is our life, shall appear, then shall ye 
also appear with Him in glory.** — Col, iii. 4. 

What of this hidden life? How is it thriving? 
. Would you know what is the method 
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of nourishing this hidden life — of securing a re- 
serve of oil ? One word, understood in a broad 
and spiritual sense, represents the entire method — 
Prayer. By prayer, then, we mean not the mere 
quarter of an hour or half an hour which a man 
spends on his knees daily; but rather the spirit 
and temper of mind in which the Christian aims 
at going through his day. ... If, even in 
the little crosses and annoyances of the day, he 
regards the will of God who sends them, and takes 
them accordingly, with sweetness and buoyancy 
of spirit, if he cultivates the habit of allowing the 
objects of nature and passing events to remind 
him of spiritual truth and lead his mind upward ; 
if, in short, he turns each incident of life into a 
spiritual exercise, and extracts from each a spiritual 
good, then he is cultivating the internal life while 
he engages in the external ; and while, on the one 
hand, he is expending the oil of grace, he is, on 
the other, laying in a fresh stock of it in his oil 

vessels. 

Dean Goulburn. 

December 8. 

** Even so, Father : for so it seemed good in Thy sight."— 

Matt, xl 26. 

Fearest thou, at times, thy Father* 
Hath forgot ? 
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Though the clouds around thee gather, 

Doubt Him not. 
Always hath the daylight broken, 
Always hath the comfort spoken, 
Better hath He been for years 

Than thy fears. 

Therefore whatsoe'er betideth, 

Night or day, 
Know His love, for He provideth 

Good alway. 
Crown of sorrows gladly take j 
Grateful, wear it for His sake, 
Sweetly bending to His will. 

Lying still. 

To His own thy Saviour giveth 

Daily strength j 
To each troubled soul that liveth. 

Peace at length. 
Weakest lambs have largest share 
Of the tender Shepherd's care ; 
Ask Him not, then, " when '* or " how," 

Only bow. 

From the German. 

December 9. 

* It is I ; be not afraid. " — Matt, xiv. 27. 
"Fear thou not ; for I am with thee." — Isa. xli. 10. 
" Seek Him that maketh the seven stars and Orion, and 
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tnmetli the shadow of death into the morning, and maketh 
the day dark with night : that calleth for the waters of the 
sea, and poureth them oat npon the face of the earth : The 
Lord is His name." — Amos ▼. 8. 

Who has not felt in the storm-night of the soul 
the soothing power of that voiu^ and ikaX presence^ 
and that word ? It is I. Jesus livdh. It is the 
felt presence, and power, and love of a Saviour- 
God, which is the secret of the Christian's strength. 
Not Jesus, a distant abstraction ; . . . but Jesus 
the personal Redeemer, the Living One, the Acting 
One, the Controlling One (ay, and, to as many as 
He loves), the rebuking and the chastening One. 
The hand of Jesus, and the will of Jesus, and the 
love of Jesus, is to the believer seen in everything. 
"// is /,** is to him pencilled on every flower, 
murmured in every breeze, waving on every forest 
branch. It is the superscription in every event in 
Providence. It gleams in gilded letters in pros- 
perity. It stands brighdy out in the dark and 
cloudy day. It is written on every sick pillow, on 
every death chamber, on every vacant chair and 
vacant heart. Yes, that little word, which rose 
from the bosom of Tiberias, has gone forth to the 
end of the world, circling in undying echoes where- 
ever there is a soul to comfort and a tear to dry. 

Memories of Gennesaret. 
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December io. 

" When I consider Thy heavens, the work of Thy fingers, 
the moon and the stars, which Thou hast ordained ; what 
is man, that Thou art mindful of him ? and the son of man, 
that Thou visitest him ? ** — Ps, viii. 3, 4. 

How beautiful is night ! 
A dewy freshness fills the silent air, 
No mist obscures; no cloud, nor speck, nor stain 

Breaks the serene of heaven. 
In full-orbed glory yonder moon divine 
Rolls through the dark-blue depths 1 

Beneath her steady ray 

The desert circle spreads 
Like the round ocean girded with the sky. 

How beautiful is night ! 

SOUTHEY. 

December ii. 

" Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and His righteous- 
ness ; and all these things shall be added unto you." — Matt, 
vi33. 

The beautiful appeal to the fowls of the air 
and the flowers of the field ; the utter vanity of 
our cares about this world; the call upon us to 
place all our confidence in the God who opens 
His hand liberally, and knows all our necessities ; 
the sufficiency of this day's sufferings for this day's 
patience ; and the folly, therefore, of overloading 
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the spirit with the possibilities of to-morrow; 
these form the grand premises on which the all- 
important precept rest: "Seek ye first the king- 
dom of God, and His righteousness," after which, 
with a superabounding goodness that is altogether 
God-like, it is promised that all things needful, 
without solicitude on our part, shall be added unto 

us. 

Dr. Chalmers. 

December 12. 

** Therefore with joy shall ye draw water out of the wells of 

salvation." — Isa* xii, 3. 

. . . Not all 
Remains a tangled maze and mystery — 
A blurred and blotted page of hieroglyphs, 
Unread and uninterpreted. Go, hush 
The plaint of anguished sick-bed \ gather round 
His gracious Founts of comfort. Leave the clouds 
That mope and lour upon the mountain-heights ; 
And, in the valley, whither by His hand 
Thou hast been led, repair from pool to pool 
Faith and submission are bright angels, sent 
With golden pitchers, to assist in fetching 
Up from the depths the promised solaces. 
With joy draw water from these Wells of life ! 

Wells of Baca. 
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December 13. 

** The wilderness and the solitary place shall be glad for 
them." — Isa, xxxv. i. 

**He saith to the snow, be thou on the earth." — Job 
xxxvii. 6. 

The winter did not pass without its peculiar 
delights and recreations : the singing of the great 
wood fires; the blowing of the wind over the 
chimney tops, as if they were organ pipes ; the 
splendour of the spotless snow; the purple wall 
built round the horizon at sunset ; the sea-suggest- 
ing pines, with the moan of the billows in their 
branches, on which the snows were furled like 
sails ; the northern lights ; the stars of steel ; the 
transcendent moonlight, and the lovely shadows of 
the leafless trees upon the white ground. 

Longfellow. 

December 14. 

** The Father of lights, with whom is no variableness, neither 
shadow of turning. " — Jos. i. 17. 

The invisible world is near us ; or rather it is 

here, in us and about us ; were the fleshly coil 

removed from our soul, the glories of the unseen 

were even now around us ; as the ancients fabled 

of the spheral music. 

T. Carlyle. 
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These heavens are fair; and yet with all their 

beauty 
How little they reveal of His great being ! 
How little of His heart, with the strong pulses 
Of its deep love, or of that righteousness 
With which He sways the boundless universe ! 
God only can reveal Himself. 

. . . He 

Fails never. If He cannot work by us 

He will work over us. 

E. B. Browning. 

December 15. 

" Your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of all 

these things." — Matt, vl 32. 

Religion, ... an everlasting lode-star, that 
seems the brighter in the heavens, the darker here 
on earth grows the night around him. 

T. Carlyle. 

Our duty is that of children, simply to trust the 
faithfulness of a God whose footsteps of love we 
often fail to trace. All will be seen at last to have 
been not only for the best, but really the best 
Dark clouds will be fringed with mercy. What we 
call now " baffling dispensations," will be seen to 
be wondrous parts of a great connected whole ; 

278 



the wheel within wheel of that complex machinery 
by which " all things," (yes, all things) are now 
working together for good. 

And the light of comfort shall return, 
Joy's sweet sun shall shine again at last, 

I shall sing the gladsome song of morning, 
When the watches of the night are past. 



December i6. 

" Worketh by love."— (?«/. v. 6. 

** Now abideth faith, hope, charity, these three ; but the 
greatest of these is charity." — i Cor, xiii. 13. 

** Why ait thou cast down, O my soul ? and why art thou 
disquieted in me ? hope thou in God." — Ps, xlii. 5. 

Love is a flower that will not die 

For lack of leafy screen ! 
And Christian hope can cheer the eye 

That ne*er saw vernal green. 

Keble. 

Beloved, let us love so well. 
Our work shall still be better for our love, 
And still our love be sweeter for our work, 
And both commended for the sake of each 
By all true workers and true lovers born. 

Aurora Leigh. 
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December 17. 

** I will rejoice over them to do them good." — yer, xxxii. 41. 

He cannot mistake as to the matter, manner, 
time, or place — all selected by infinite wisdom. 
Infinite Love, too, is in the arrangement; the 
whole head, the whole heart of a Father is at 
work; and who can tell what the perfection of 
paternal feeling is in the bosom of Him who so 
loved the world as to give His only-begotten Son ? 
The Father who spared Him not, but gave Him 
up for us, how shall He not give us all things ? 

To see the hand of God in the present, and to 
trust the future in the hand of God, is the secret 
of peace. 

December 18. 

"God is faithful, who will not suffer you to be tempted 
above that ye are able ; but will with the temptation also 
make a way to escape.'* — i Cor, x. 13. 

Tempted and tried, 

There is One at thy side. 
And never in vain shall His children confide ! 

He shall save and defend. 

For He loves to the end. 
Adorable Master and glorious Friend ! 

Tempted and tried ! 
Whatever may betide, 
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In His secret pavilion His children shall hide ! 

*Neath the shadowing wing 

Of eternity's King 
His children shall trust and His servants shall 
sing. 

Tempted and tried ! 

The Saviour who died 
Hath called thee to suffer and reign by His side ; 

His cross thou shalt bear, 

And His crown thou shalt wear, 
And for ever and ever His glory shalt share. 

Anon. 

December 19. 

** For when I am weak, then am I strong." — 2 Cor, xii. 10. 

It seems almost needful that we should be 
brought to our weakest, that we may know His 
strength ; to our nothings that we may see Him to 
be everything ; to our lowest^ that we may learn a 
little of His highest. Evans. 

Then rest, poor soul ! He bids thee rest, 

Nor tremble at the dread to-morrow ; 
Lean on thy Saviour's willing breast, 

And thou shalt know nor care nor sorrow. 
No longer trust thy tottering limb, 
But cast thy burdens all on Him. 

Sacred Lyrics. 
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December 20. 

" And it shall come to pass in that day, that the light shall 
not be clear, nor dark : bat it shall be one day which shall 
be known to the Lord, not day, nor night : bat it shall come 
to pass, that at evening time it shall be light." — Zech, 
xiv. 6, 7. 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fall. 
And the day is dark and dreary. 
• • • • 

Be still, sad heart ! and cease repining : 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining ; 
Thy fate is the common lot of all ; 
Into each life some rain must fall : 

Some days must be dark and dreary. 

Longfellow. 



December 21. 

" The inhabitant shall not say, I am sick." — Isa, xxxiii. 24. 

Ye who are now laid on beds of languishing and 
pain, listen to this. Now, as the shadows of each 
returning evening begin to fall, you may have 
nothing but gloomy anticipations. The morrow's 
light, which brings health and joy to a busy world, 
may bring nothing to you but fresh prostration and 
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anguish. The Sabbath comes round, but its once 
joyous bells ring only in your ears the memory of 
forfeited joys; the lonely bird, still pining in its 
cage, wailing in muffled notes, " Oh that I could 
flee away from this weary prison-house of sorrow 
and pain, and be at rest." 

How will one moment in that sorrowless heaven 
lead you to forget your present long experience 
of suff^ering ! It will appear in the retrospect only 
as the shadow of a passing cloud, a dream of the 
night which the morning light has dispelled ! 

Grapes of Eshcol. 

December 22. 

"Marvellous are Thy works ; and that my soul knoweth 
right well." — Isa, cxxxix. 14. 

* * Remember that thou magnify His work, which men be- 
hold. Every man may see it ; man may behold it afar off." 
— yob xxxvi. 24, 25. 

High thoughts ! 

They come and go 
Like the soft breathings of a listening maiden, 

While round me flow 
The winds from woods and fields, with gladness 

laden : 
When the corn's rustle on the ear doth come, 
When the eve's beetle sounds its drowsy hum, 
When the stars, dewdrops of the summer sky, 
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Where bluebell and heather 
Are blooming together, 
And hi doth come 
The Sabbath bell 
O'er wood and fell ; 
I hear the beating 
Of nature's heart ; 
Heaven's before me, 
God ! Thou art 

NiCOL. 

December 23. 

" The memoiy of the just is blessed." — Prov. x. 7. 

For long retains the western sky 
The vanished orb's resplendent hue ; 
In gleaming memories ever new 

The good survive : they cannot die. 

'Tis better far to be with Him 

Whose work gave zest to life while here : 
Oh, grudge them not the wider sphere, 

The brotherhood with seraphim. 

Memorial Lines. 

December 24. 

** It is the Lord : let Him do what seemeth Him good." 

— I Sam. iii. 18. 

An unmingled cup is not good for us, and there- 
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fore not given here. The River of the Water of 
Life will not only be fiill of water, but clear as 

^^^ ' Bickersteth's Life. 

Christianity commands us before all to be re- 
signed to God. We are to take no counsel with 
flesh and blood, give ear to no vain cavils, vain 
sorrows and wishes; to know that we know 
nothing, that the worst and cruelest to our eyes is 
not what it seems, that we have to receive what- 
soever befalls us, as sent from God above, and say, 
It is good and wise, God is great, " Though He 
slay me, yet will I trust in Him." 

T. Carlyle. 



December 25. 

•* And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of 
the heavenly host praising God, and saying, Glory to God 
in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.*' 
— LuJ^ ii, 13, 14. 

How sweet the sounds that come and go 
Above the round earth's silent breast — 

The thrush's song across the snow. 
The winds that rock her leaf-hid nest, 

The bee's hum through the flowery land, 

The sea's cool music through the summer strand ! 
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But sweeter far than nature's song, 

Or trumpet's call to jubilee, 
From heaven did herald angels throng ; 

Glad music filled earth's silent sky ; 
The stars together sang, " Amen ! " 
" Glory to God on high, good will to men ! " 

December 26. 

** Whom the Lord loveth He chasteneth." — Heb, xii. 6. 

" I will correct thee in measure.*' He metes out 
every drop in the cup. He wisely and lovingly 
adapts His dealings to the case, necessities, and 
exigencies of His people. " Like as a father " — 
yea, we may truly say, more tenderly than a father 
— " pitieth His children, so the Lord pitieth them 
that fear Him. For He (unlike the kindest earthly 
parent) knoweth our frame — He remembereth that 
we are dust." 

Yet o'er her from above 

Bright spirits bend ; 
And He whose name is Love 
Calls her His friend. 

And thus she thankful learns 

Why grief was given. 

And, trusting, peaceful turns 

To God in heaven. 

Anon. 
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December 27. 

"Fear not; . . I am He that liveth, and was dead 
and, behold, I am alive for evermore, Amen ; and have the 
keys of hell and of death." — Rev, i. 17, 18. 

"An entrance shall be ministered unto you abundantly 
into the everlasting kingdom of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ."— 2 /'^/.i. II. 

To a Christian who has lived all his life long in 
bondage unto fear, not daring to believe himself a 
child, how sweet will be the waking in heaven ! 
. . . From the impearled atmosphere, God's 
whole band of gathering and reaping angels, more 
in number than the autumn leaves out-streaming 
from the forest when there are bursts of wind, will 
come forth, filling all the air with music, and min- 
ister unto him an abundant entrance into the 
heavenly kingdom ! It were almost enough to 
make one's heaven to stand and see the first wild 
stirring in the face, and hear the first rapturous cry 
as they cross the threshold of thousands of timid 
Christians, who lived weeping and died sighing, 
but who will wake to find every tear an orb of joy, 
and every sigh an inspiration of God. Oh, the 
wondrous joy of heaven to those who did not 
expect it ! 

Life Thoughts. 
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December 28. 

We know that all things work together for good to them 
that love God, to them who are the called according to His 
(mrpose." — Ram, viiL 28. 

He seems to hear a heavenly Friend, 
And through thick veils to apprehend 
A labour working to an end. 

E. B. Browning. 

December 29. 

'* Now no chastening for the present seemeth to be joyous, 
hot grievous : nevertheless afterward it jieldeth the peaceable 
fruit of righteousness unto them which are exercised thereby. " 
— Heb, xiL 1 1. 

** The house was filled with the odour of the ointment." — 
yohnjj^, 3. 

The present effects will be painful, but the future 
consequence will be salutary. . . . The box 
of ointment, when it has been broken, allows that 
fragrance to go forth which it once kept imprisoned. 

The Spirit of Christianity. 

** I am the Lord that healeth thee." — Exod, xv. 26. 

There is no bodily wound for which some herb 
is not found, and heavenly plants are more medi- 
cinal Bind up your hearts in them, and they shall 
give you not only healing, but leave with you the 
perfume of the blessed gardens where they grew. 

Anon. 
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December 30. 

** Be patient therefore, brethren, unto the coming of the 
Lord. Behold, the husbandman waiteth for the precious 
fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for it, imtil he 
receive the early and latter rain. Be ye also patient ; stab- 
lish your hearts : for the coming of the Lord draweth nigh. " 
— yames v. 7, 8. 

Waiting for spring ! Ah me, all nature tarries 
As, motionless and cold, she lies asleep, 

Wrapt in her green pine-robe that never varies, 
Wearing out winter by this southern deep. 

• • # • 

Waiting for spring! Christians are waiting ever. 
Body and soul by sin and pain bowed down ; 

Look for the time when all these clouds shall sever. 
See high above the cross a flowery crown. 

Waiting for spring I Poor hearts, how oft ye weary. 
Looking for better things and grieving much ; 

Earth lieth still, though all her bowers be dreary ; 
She trusts her God, nor thrills but at His touch. 

• • • • 

Waiting for spring ! The germ for its perfection ; 
Earth for all charms by night and colour given ; 
The body for its robe of resurrection ; 

Souls for their Saviour, Christians for their heaven* 

C. F. Alexander. 
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December 31. 

** All things come of Thee, and of Thine own have we 
given Thee." — i Chron, xxix. 14. 

So do I gather strength and hope anew ; 

For well I know Thy patient love perceives, 
Not what I did, but what I strove to do ; 
And though the full, ripe ears be sadly few, 

Thou wilt accept my sheaves ! 

The Changed Cross. 



THE end. 
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** A little while " — the earthly pitcher taking 

To wayside brooks from various foontains fed ; 
Then the parched lip its thirst for ever slaking 
Beside the fulness of the Fountain-head. 
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